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POEMS. 



THE LOST BOWER 



Ik the pleasant orohard-doseB, 
' QoA bleBs all our gaine,' say we ; 
But ' May God bleea all our losaeB,' 
Better suits with our degree. 
Listen, gentle— ay, and simple ! listen, cbildren on the 
kneel 



Green the land is where my daily 
Steps in jocund childhood played, 
Dimpled close with hill and valley, 
Dappled very close with shade ; 
SammeF^now of appJe-blosaoms running up &om glade 
to glade, 
vou ni. „ B 



THE LOBI BOVKX. 



There la one bill I aee nearer 
In my vision of the rest ; 
And a little wood aeems clearer 
Ab it cliiubeth from the west, 
Sideway &om the tree-locked valley, to the airy upland 
crest. 

17. 

Small the wood ia, green with hazeU, 
And, completing the ascent, 
Where the wind blows and son dazzles 
Thrills in leafy tremblement. 
Like a heart that after climbing beateth quickly 
through content. 

Kot a step the wood advances 
O'er the open hill-top's bound ; 
There, in green arrest, the branches 
See their image on the ground; 
Tou may walk beneath them smiling, glad with eight 
and glad with sound. 

For you harken on your right bond, 
How the birds do leap and call 
In the greenwood, out of eight and 
Ont of reach and fear of all ; 
And the squirrela crack the filberts through their 
cheerful madrigal. 
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THE LOST BOWEH, 9 

Til. 

On your left, the sheep are cropping 
The slant grass and daisies pale. 
And five apple-trees stand dropping 
Separate shadows toward the vale 
Over which, in choral silence, the hills look you their 
'AUhaill' 

Tm. 
Far out, kindled by each other. 
Shining hills on hilla arise, 
Close as hrother leans to brother 
"When they press beneath the eyes 
Of some father praying blessiugB irom the gifts of 
paradise. 

While beyond, above them mounted, 
And above their woods tHeb, 
Malvern hills, for mountains counted 
Not unduly, loom a-row— ^ 
Keepers of Piers Plowman's visiona through the sun- 
shine and the snow.* 

,Tet, in childhood, little prized I 
That fair walk and far survey; 
'Twas a straight walk unadvised by 

* The Malvern Hills of WorceatoraMre are the Mens of lAog- 
Lmde'a vimoni, and Haa present the earliest olaiaio gronnd of 
Englidi peetrj. 
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The least mi achief worth a nay; 
XTpantl down — as dull aa grammar on the ere of holiday. 



But the wood, all close and clenching 
Bough in bough and root in root, — 
No more eky (for over-hranching) 
At your head than at your foot, — 
Oh, the wood drew me within it by a glamour paat, 
dispute ! 

Few and broken paths showed through it, 
Where the sheep had tried to run, — 
Forced with snowy wool to strew it 
Hound the thickets, when anon 
They, with ailly thorn-pricked noses, bleat«d back into 
the sun. 



But my childish heart beat stronger 
Than those thickets dared to grow ; 
I could pierce them 1 I could longer 
Travel on, methought, than bo : 
Bheep for sheep-paths 1 braver children climb and creep 
where they would go. 



And the poets wander, said I, 
Orer places all as rude : 
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Sold Binaldo'a lovely lady 
Sate to meet him iu a vocid : 
Boaaluida,like afountain, laughed out pure vith solitude. 



And if Chaucer had not travelled 
Through a forest by a well, 
He had never dreamt nor marrelled 
At those ladies &ir and fell 
Wholired smiliog without loving in their island-citadel. 

xn. 

Thus I thought of the old singers 
And took courage firom their song, 
TOl my little struggling fingers 
Tore asunder gyve and thong 
Of the brambles which entrapped me, and the barrier 
branches strong. 

On a day, such pastime keeping, 
With a &wn's heart debonair, 
UndeiHirawling, overleaping 
Thorns that prick and boughs that bear, 
1 stood suddenly astonied — I was gladdened unaware. 

From the place I stood in, floated 
Back the covert dim and close. 
And the open ground was coated 
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C&rpet-Binoath with grass and mosa, 
And the btne-bell'a purple presence signed it worthil; 



Here a linden-tree stood, brightning 
All adown its silver rind ; 
For as some trees draw the lightning. 
So this tree, unto my mind, 
Drew to earth the blessed sunshine from the eky where 
it was shrined. 



Tall the linden-tree, and near it 
An old hawthorn also grew ; 
And wood-ivy like a spirit 
Hovered dimly round the two. 
Shaping thence that bower of beauty which I sing of 
thus to yon. 



'Twas a bower for garden fitter 
Than for any woodland wide : 
Though a fresh and dewy glitter 
Stmck it through from side to side, 
Shaped and shaven was the freshness, as by garden- 
cunning plied. 



TBI LOBT BOVEB. 7 

Oh, a lady might have come there, 
Hooded iairly like her hawk, 
With a book or lute in Bummer, 
And a hope of sweeter talk, — 
Listening less to hor own music than for footsteps on 
the walk! 

But that bower appeared a marvel 
In the wildneBB of the place ; 
With such seeming art tmd travail, 
Pinelf fixed and fitted was 
Leaf to leaf, the dark-green ivy, to the summit from 
the base. 

And the iry veined and glossy 
Was euwTought with eglantine ; 
And the wild hop fibred closely. 
And the large-leaved columbine. 
Arch of door and vrindow-mullion, did right sylvanly 
entwine. 

SST. 

Bose-trees either side the door were 
Growing lithe and growing taU, 
Each one set a summer warder 
Tor the keeping of the hall, — 
With a red rose and a white rose, leaning, nodding 
at the wall. 



8 THE LOST BOWIB. 

Ah I entered, mosses hnshing 
Stole all uoiaes &om my foot ; 
And a green elastic cushion, 
Claaped within the linden's root, 
' Took me in a chair of silence very rare and abBolute. 



All the floor was paved with glcny. 
Greenly, silently inlaid 
(Through quich motions made before me) 
With fair coonterparts in shade 
Of the &ir serrated ivy-leares which slanted overhead. 



■ Is such pavement in a palace F' 
So I questioned in my thought : 
The sun, shining through the chalice 
Of the red rose hung without. 
Threw within a red libation, like an answer to my 
. doubt. 

At the same time, on the linen 
Of my childish lap there fell 
Two white may-leaves, downward winning 
Through the ceiling's miracle, 
I^m a blossom, like on angel, out of sight yet bless- 
ing well 
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DowB to floor and up to ceQing 
Quick I turned my childisli face, 
With an innocent appealing 
For the secret of the place 
To the trees, which aurelj knew it in partaking of the 

xzxi. 
Where's no foot of homau creature 
How could reach a human hand P 
And if this be work of nature. 
Why has nature turned so bland. 
Breaking off from other wild-work P It was hard to 
understand. 

Was she weary of rough-doing. 
Of the bramble and the thorn P 
Did she pause in tender rueing 
Here of all her sylTan scorn P 
Or in mock of art's deceiving was the sudden mild- 
ness worn ? 

Or could this same bower (I fancied) - 
Be the work of Dryad strong. 
Who, Burriring all that chaac£d 
In the world's old pagan wrong, 
Lay hid, feeding in the woodland on the last true poet'a 
songp 
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10 THE lOBT BOWEB. 

Or was this the house of fairies. 
Left, becaaae of the rough ways, 
TTnaeBoiled by Ave Marys 
Which the paseing pilgrim prays, 
And beyond At. Catheriue's chiming on the blessed 
Sabbath daya F 

So, young mueer, I sate listening 
To my fancy's wildest word : 
On a sudden, through the glistening 
Leaves around, a little stirred, 
Came a sound, a sense of music which was rather felt 
than heard. 

XIITI. 

Softly, finely, it inwound me ; 
From the world it abut me in, — 
Like a fountain, falling round me, 
Whicb with silTer waters thin 
Clips a little water Xaiad sitting smilingly within. 

Whence the music came, who knoweth ? 
J know nothing : but indeed 
Fan or I'aunus never bloweth 
So much sweetness firom a reed 
Which has sucked the milk of waters at the oldest 
riverhead. 
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Nerer lark the buh can wakea 
With snch sweetneee 1 when the lark, 
The high planets overtaking 
In the half-eyanished Dark, 
CastB his singing to their singing, like an arron 



Never nightingale bo singeth ; 
Oh, she leans on thorny tree 
And her poet-song she flingetb 
Over pwn to victory I 
Tet she never Binge such muBic, — orsheeingiitnottome. 



Never blackbirds, never thrushaB 
Nor email finches sing as aweet. 
When the snn strikes throngh the busbea 
To their crimson clinging feet, 
And their pretty eyes look sideways to the summer 
heavens complete. 

If it were s bird, it seemed 
Most like Chaucer's, which, in sooth. 
He of green and azure dreamSd, 
Wbite it sate in spirit-rath 
On that bier of a crowned lady, sing^g nigh her silent 
mouth. 
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If it uera a bird F — ah, sceptic 
Give me ' yea ' or give me ' nay ' — 
Though my soul were nympholeptic 
As I heard that virSlay, 
You may etoop yenr pride to pardon, for my Bin is iiur 
away I 

I rose up in exaltation 
And an inward trembling heat, 
And (it seemed) in geate of pasaion 
Dropped the mosic to my feet 
Like a garment nutling downwards — such a silence 



Heart and head beat througli the quiet 
Tnll and heavily, though slower: 
In the song, I think, and by it. 
Mystic Presences of power 
Had up-snatched me to the Timeleas, then retomed 
me to the Hour. 

XLV 

In a child-abstraction Uited, 
Straightway irom the bower I past. 
Foot and soul being dimly drifted 
Through the greenwood, till, at last, 
In the hilUtop's open sunshine I all consciously was 
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Taoe to &ce with tbe true moimtamB 
I stood Bileatlj and BtiU, 
Drawing strength from fency'a dauntinga. 
From the air aboat the hill 
And firom Nature's opea mercies and most deboimif 
goodwill. 



Oh, tfae golden-hearted daiaiea 
"Witneased there, before my youth, 
To the tmth of things, with praises 
Of the beauty of the truth j 
And I woke to Nature's real, laughing joyfully for both, 

And I said within me, laughing, 
I have found a bower to-day, 
A green Inans, iashioned half in 
Chance and half in Nature's play. 
And a little bird sings nigh it, I willnerermoremiaBay. 



Henceforth, / will be the fairy 
Of thia bower not built by one ; 
I will go there, sad or merry, 
With each morning's beuison. 
And the bird shall be my harper in the dream-hall I 
have won. 



i„Googlc 



1* TOZ XOBT BOirXB. 

I. 

So I Bsid. Bat the next morning, 
( — Child, look Qp into my face — 
'Ware, oh sceptic, of your Bcoming ! 
This is truth in its pure grace I) 
The next morning, all had Taniahed, or my wondering 
mieaed the place. 

Bring ftn oath moat eylvan-holy, 
And upon it swear me true — 
By the vind-belh swinging slowly 
Their mute curfews in the dew, 
By the adrest of the snow-drop, by the rosemary and 



I affirm by all or any, 
Let the cause be charm or chancy 
That my wandering searches many 
Missed the bower of my romance — 
That I nerennoie upon it turned my mortal counten- 
ance. 

1 affirm that, since I lost it, 
If ever bower has seemed ho iair; 
Never garden-creeper crossed it 
With so deft and brave an air, 
ITever bird sung in the summer, as I saw and heard 
them there. 
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Day by day, with new dcBire, 
Toward my wood I ran in faitti, 
Under leaf and over brier, 
Througli the thicketB, out of breatb ; 
Like the prince who rescued Beaaty from the sleep as 
long aa death. 

But his aword of mettle claahed. 
And hia arm amote strong, I ween, 
And her dreaming spirit flashed 
Through her body's fair white screen. 
And the light thereof might guide him up the cedar 
alleys green : 

But for me, I saw no splendour — 
All my Bword was my child-heart ; 

And the wood refused surrender 
Of that bower it held apart. 
Safe as (Edipus's grave-place 'mid Coloue's oliyea awart. 

As Aladdin sought the baaements 
His fair palace rose upon. 
And the four-and-twenty casementB 
Which gave answers to the sun ; 
80, in wilderment of gazing, I looked up and I looked 
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Years have vaiiished since, as wholly 
As the little bower did then ; 
And you call it tender folly 
That such thoughts should come ^ain ? 
Ah, I cannot change this sighing for your smiling, 
brother men I 



For this loss it did prefigure 
Other loss of better good, 
When n>y houI, in Bpirit>Tigour 
And in ripened iromanhoDd, 
Fell from visions of more beauty than an iirbonr in a 
wood. 



I have lost — oh, many a pleasure, 
Many a hope and many a power — 
Studious health and merry leisure, 
Hhe first dew on the first flower! 
Bnt the first of all my losses was the losing of the bower. 

IXI. 

I have lost the dream of Doing, 
And the other dream of Done, 
The first spring in the pursuing, 
The first pride in the Begun, — 
IHrst recoil from incompletion, in the face of what is 
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£zaltatione in the fu light 
Where some cottage only is ; 
Mild dejectioiiB in the starlight, 
"Wliich the sadder-hearted hum ; 
And the child-cheeb blushing scarlet for the very shame 
of bliss. 



I have loet the soimd child-sleeping 
.Which the thunder could not break ; 
Something too of the strong leaping 
Of the staglike heart awake, 
Which the pale is low for keeping in the road it ought 
to take. 



Some respect to social fictions 
Has he^i also lost hy me ; 
And some generous genuflexions, 
Which my Bpirit offered &ee 
To the pleasant old conventions of our false humanity. 

UT. 

All my losses did I tell you, 
Te perchance would look away ; — 
Ye would answer me, ' Fai«well I you 
Make sad company to-day, 
And your tears are falling faster than the bitter words 
you say.' 
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Lxn. 
For God placed me like a dinl 
In the open ground with power. 
And my heart had for its trial 
All the son and nil tLe shower: 
And I Buffered many losses, — and my first was of the 



Laugh you ? If that loss of mine be 
Of no heavy- seeming weight — 
When the cone falls from the pine-tree, 
The young children laugh thereat -, 
Tet the wind that struck it, riseth, and the tempest 
shall be great. 

One who knew me in my childhood 
In the glamour and the game. 
Looking on me long and mild, would 
Kevor know me for the same. 
Come, unchanging recollections, where those changes 
el 



By this couch I weakly lie on, 
"WMe I count my memopies,— 

Through the fingers which, still sighing, 
I press closely on mine eyes, — 
Clear as once beneath the sunshine, I behold the bower 
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Springa the liDden-tree aa greenly, 
Stroked with light adown its rind ; 
And the ivy -leaves serenely 
Each in either entertained ; 
And the roBC-trees at the doorway, they have neither 
grown nor pined. 

From those overblown f^t rosea 
Not a leaf appeareth shed. 
And that little hud discloses 
Not a thorn' B-hreadth more of red 
For the winters and the sammers which hare passed 
me overhead. 

And that music overfloweth, 
Sudden sweet, the sylvan eaves : 
Thnuh or nightingale — ^who knoweth P 
Fay or Faunue — who believes ? 
Bat my heart still trembles in me to the trembling of 
the leaves. 



Is the bower lost, then ? who aayeth 
That the bower indeed is lost ? 
Hark I my spirit in it prayeth 
Through the sunshine and the frost, — 
And the prayer preserves it greenly, to the laet and 
uttermost. 



TQl another open for me 
Id God's Eden-knd nnknown. 
With an angel at the doorway, 
White with gazing at Hia Throne ; 
And a saint's Toice in the pahu-treea, singing — * 1 
is lost . ■ . and mm P 
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A SONG AGAINST SINGING. 



Thsx bid me sing to thee, 
Thou golden-Iiaired and BUver-Toiced child — 
With lipe by no worse sigh than sleep's defiled— 
With eyes unknowing how tears dim the sight, 
And feet &I1 trembling at the new delight 

Trenders of earth to be ! 



Ah DO ! the Itak may bring 
A song to tbee from out the morning cloud, 
The merry river from its lilies bowed. 
The brisk rain from the trees, the lucky wind 
That half doth make its music, half dot^ find,— 

But I—l may not sing. 
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How could I think it right, 
New-comer on our earth as, Sweet, thou, art, 
To bring a verse from out an human heart 
Made heavy with accumulated tears. 
And crofls with auch amount of weary years 

Thy day-sum of delight P 



Ereu if the verse were said, 
Thou, who wouldst clap thy tiny hands to hear 
The wind or rain, gay bird or river clear, 
Wouldst, at that sound of sad humanities. 
Upturn thy bright uncomprehending eyes 

And bid me play instead. 



o song of mme, — 
But prayer in place of singing ; prayer that would 
Commend thee to the new-creating God 
Whose gift is childhood's heart without its stain 
Of weakness, ignorance, and changing vain — 
That gift of Ch>d be thine I 



So wilt thou aye be young. 
In lovelier childhood than thy shining brow 
And pretty winning accents make thee now : 
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Tea, sweeter than thia scarce articTilate sound 
(How sweet !) of ' father,' ' mother,' shall be found 
The A3BA on tbj tongue. 



And so, aa years shall chase 
Each other's shadows, thou wilt less resemble 
Thy fellows of the earth who toil aad tremble. 
Than him thon seest not, thine angel bold 
Tet meek, whose ever-lifted eyes heboid 

The Eyer-loring's face. 
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WINE OF CYPRUS. 



It old Bacchaa were the speaker . | 

He would tell you with a sigh, I 

Of the Cyprus in this beaker I 

I am aipping like a fly, — ' 

Like a. fly or gnat on Ida 

At the hour of goblet-pledge, 
By queen Jimo brushed aside, a 

Full white ann-Bweep, from the edge. 

Sooth, the drinking should be ampler 

When the drink is so dirine, 
And some deep-monthed Greek exemplar 

Would become your Cyprus wine: 
Cyclops' mouth might plunge aright in, 

While his one eye oyer-leered, 
Nor too large were mouth of Titan 

Drinking riverB down his heard. 
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m. 
Fan might dip bis head bo deep in. 

That his ears alone pricked out, 
Fauns around him pressing, leaping. 

Each one pointing to his throat : 
While the Naiads, like Bacchantes, 

WUd, with urns thrown oat to waste, 
Ciy, ' O earth, that thou wouldst grant ui 

Springs to keep, of such a taBt« !' 



Bat for me, I am not worthy 
After gods and Greeks to drink, 

And my lips are pale and earthy 
To go bathing from this brink ; 

Since you heard them speak the last tim^ 
Th^ hare faded from their blooms, 

And the laughter of my pastime 
Has leamt silence at the tombs. 



Ah, my friend! the antique •drinkers 

Crowned the cup and crowned the brow. 
Can I answer the old thinkers 

In the forms they thought of, now f 
Who wiU fetch from garden-closes 

Some new garlands while I speak, 
That the forehead, crowned with rosea, 

May strike scarlet down the cheek P 
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Do not mock me ! witli my mortal, 

SoitB no wreath again, indeed ; 
I am sad-voiced as the turtle 

Which Anacreon used to feed ; 
Yet as that same bird demurely 

Wet her beak in cup of hie, 
So, without a garland, surely 

I may touch the brim of this. 



Go, — let others pnuse the Chian ! 

This is soft as Muses' string, 
This is tawny as Shea's lion, 

This is rapid as his spring, 
Bright as Paphia's eyes o'er met us, 

Light as ever trod her feet j 
And the brown bees of Hymettus 

Make their boney not so sweet. 



Tery copious are my praises, 

Though I sip it hke a Sj I 
Ab — but, sipping, — times and places 

Change before me suddenly : 
As Ulysses' old libation 

Drew the ghosts from every part. 
So your Cyprus wine, dear Grecian, 

Stirs the Hades of my heart. 
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And I think of tboee long mominga 

Which my thought goea far to seek, 
When, betvixt the folio's tamings, 

Solemn flowed the rhythmic Greek : 
Fast the pane the mountain spreading. 

Swept the sheep' s-bell's tinkling noise, 
While a girlish Tolce waa reading, 

Somewhat low for oib and ota. 



Then, what golden honra were for as t 

While we aate together there, 
How the white vesta of the chorus 

Seemed to wave up a live air ! 
How the cothunis trod majestic 

Down the deep iambic lines. 
And the rolling anapnstio 

Curled like vapour over shrines ! 



Oh, OUT ^schylas, the thunderous, 

How he drove the bolted breath 
Through the cloud, to wedge it ponderous 

In the gnarled oak heneath ! 
Oh, our Sophocles, the royal, 

Who was bom to monarch's place 
And who made the whole world loyal, 

Zjeas by kingly power than grace I 
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UL 

Out Euripides, the human, 

"With his droppings of warm tears, 
And hiB touches of things common 

Till the; roBe to touch the spheres 1 
Our TheocrituB, our Biou, 

And our FiDdar's shining goals ! — 
These were cup-bearers undying, 

Of the wine that's meant for sonle. 

xm. 
And my Plato, the divine one. 

If men know the gods aright 
By their motions as they shine on 

With a glorious trail of light ! 
And yonr noble Christian bisliops, 

Who mouthed grandly the last Qreek 
Though the Bponges on their hyssops 

Were distent with wine— too weak. 



Tet, your Chryaostom, you praised b 

As a liberal mouth of gold ; 
And your Basil, you upraised him 

To the height of speakers old : 
And we both praised Heliodorus 

For his secret of pure lies, — 
Who forged first his linked stories 

In the heat of lady's eyes. 
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XT, 

Ajid we both praised your SjneeiuB 

For tlie fire shot up bis odes. 
Though the Chorch was scarce propitiouB 

Ail be vhistled dogB and gods. 
And we both praised N^azianzen 

For the ferrid heart and speech : 
Onl; I eschewed his glancing 

At the lyre hung out of reach. 

XTL 

Do joM mind that deed of At6 

Which 7011 bound me to so fast, — 
Seading ' De Yirginitate,' 

From the first line to the last 9 
How I said at ending, solemn 

Ae I turned and looked at you, 
That St. Simeon on the column 

Had had somewhat less to do P 



I'or we sometimes g^tly wrangled. 

Very gently, be it said. 
Since our thoagfats were disentangled 

By no breaking of the thread 1 
And I charged you with extortions 

On the nobler fiunes of old — 
Ay, and sometimes thought your Forsons 

Stained the purple they would fold. 
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For the rest — a myatic moaning, 

Kept CaBsandra at the gate, 
With wild eyes the vision shone in, 

And wide nostrils scenting fate. 
And PrometheuH, bound in passion 

Bj brute Force to the blind ston^ 
Showed UB looks of invocation 

Turned to ocean and the sun. 

XIX. 

And Medea we saw burning 

At her nature's planted stake ; 
And proad (Edipua fate-acoming 

While the cloud came on to break — 
While the cloud came on slow, slower. 

Till he stood discrowned, resigned I— 
But the reader's voice dropped lower 

When the poet called him ulihi). 



Ah, my gossip ! you were older, 

And more learned, and a man ! 
Tet that shadow, the enfolder 

Of your quiet eyelids, ran 
Both our spirits 'to one level ; 

And I turned &om hill and lea 
And the summer-sun's green revel. 

To your eyea that could not see. 
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Now ChriBt bless you with the one light 

Which goes shining night and day 1 
May the flowers which grow in aanlight 

Shed their fragrance in your way ! 
Is it not right to remember 

All your kindness, friend of mine, 
"When we two sate in the chamber, 

And the poets ponred us wine P 



So, to come back to the drinking 

Of this Cyprus, — it is well. 
Bat those memories, to my thinking 

Moke a better cenomel ; 
And whoever be the speaker, 

None can murmur with a sigh 
That, in drinking &om that beaker, 

I am sipping like a fly. 
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We are borne into life — it is sweet, it is strange. 
We lie still on the knee of a mild Myatery 

Which Bmiles with a change ; 
But we doubt not of changes, we know not of spaces. 
The Heavens seem as near ae our own mother's face is. 
And we think we could toach all the stars that we see ; 
And the milk of our mother is white on our mouth ; 
And, with small childish hands, we are taming around 
The apple of Life which another haa found ; 
It is warm with oor touch, not with sua of the south. 
And we count, as we turn it, the red side for four. 
O Life, Beyond, 
Thou art sweet, thou art strange evermore ! 

* A amoll voliune, hj &n Americui poet — aB rem&rkable in 
thought and nuumer for & vital anewy vig;our, m the right aim i>f 
Fathfinder. ISM. 
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Then all things look strange in the pure golden nther ; 
Wewalkthroughthe gardens wi bh hands linked togeth er, 

And the lilies look large aa the treea ; 
And as loud aa the birds, sing the bloom-loving bees, 
And the birds aing like angels, so mystical-fine. 
And the cedars are brushing the archangels' feet. 
And time is eternity, love is divine, 

And the world is complete. 
So'9t, God bless the child, — father, mother, respond ! 
Life, Beyond. 

Thou art strange, thou art sweet. 



Then ve leap on the earth with the armour of youth, 

And the earth rings again ; 
And we breathe out, 'Obeautj!' we cry out, '0 truth!' 
And the bloom of our lips drops with wine, 
And our blood rune amazed 'neath the cahn hyaline ; 
The earth cleaves to the foot, the sun bums to the 

Wbat is this exultation? and what this despair? — 
The strong pleasure is smiting the nerves into pain. 
And we drop from the Fair aa we climb to the Fair, 

And we lie in a trance at its feet ; 
And the breath of an angel cold-piercing the air 

Breathes fresh on our fiices in swoon, 
And we think him so near he is this side the sun. 
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And we wake to a whisper Belf-murmured and fond, 
Life, O Beyond, 
Thou art strange, thou tab sweet ! 



And the winds and the waters in pastoral measures 
Qo winding around ub, with roll upon roU, 
Till the Boul lies within in a circle of pleasures 

Which hideth the soul : 
And we run with the stag, and we leap with the horse, 
And we swim with the fish through the brond water- 
course. 
And we strikewiththefalcon, and hunt with the honnd, 
And the joj which is in ua flies out by a wound. 
And we shoat so aloud, ' We exult, we rejoice,* 
That we lose the low moan of our brothers around : 
And we shout so adeep down creation's profound, 

We are deaf to God's voice. 
And we bind the mse-garland on forehead and ears 

Tet we are not ashamed. 
And the dew of the roses that runneth unblamed 
Down our cheeks, is not taken for tears. 
Help us, God 1 trust ua, man, love ua, woman 1 ' I hold 
Thy small head in my hands, — with its grapelets of gold 
Growing bright through my fingers, — like altarfor oath, 
'!Neath the vast golden spaces like witnessing faces 
That watch the eternity strong in the troth— 

I kve thee, I leave thee, 

Live for thee, die for thee I 
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I prove thee, deceive thee, 

Undo evermore thee ! 
Help me, Gtodl slay nie,maii!—oneiamournmgforboth.' 
And we stand np though young near the funeral-aheet 
Which covers old Cssata and old Fhanunond, 
And death is so nigh ub, life cooIb from Its heat. 

O life, Beyond, 

^t thou fair, art thou sweet P 



Then we act to a purpose, ne spring np erect : 
"We will tame the wUd mouths of the wilderness -steeds. 
We will plough up the deep in the ships double- decked. 
We will build the great cities, and do the great deeds. 
Strike the steel npon steel, strike the soul upon soul, 
Strike the dole on the weal, overcoming the dole. 
Let the cloud meet the cloud in a grand thunder-roll! 
'Wliile the eagle of Thought rides the tempest in scorn, 
Who cares if the lightning is burning the corn P 
Let us sit on the thrones 
Id a purple sublimity, 
And grind down men's bones 
To a pale unanimity. 
Speed me, God ! serve me, man 1 I am god over men ; 
When I speak io my cloud, none shaU answer again; 
'Neath the atripo and the bond. 

Lie and mourn at my feet !' 
O Life, Beyond, 
Thou art strange, thou art sweet ! 
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Then we growiuto thought, and with inward ascenaioDB 

Touch the bounds of oar Being. 
We lie ia the dark here, swathed doubly around 
With our Eensual relations and social conrentioiu, 
Tet are 'ware of a sight, yet are 'ware of a sound 

Beyond Hearing and Seeing, — 
Are aware that a Hades rolls deep on all sides 

With its infinite tides 
About and above us, — until the strong arch 
Of our life creaks and bends as if ready for falling, 
And through the dim rolling we hear the sweet calling 
Of spirits that speak in a soft under-tongue 

The sense of the mystical march ; 
And we oej to them softly, ' Come nearer, come nearer 
And lift up the lap of this dark, and apeak clearer, 

And teach ns the song that ye sung !' 
And we smile in our thought as they answer or no, 
For to dream of a sweetness is sweet as to know. 

Wonders breathe in our &ce 
And we ask not their name ; 
Love takes all the blame 

Of the world's prison-place ; 
And we sing back the songs as we guess them, aloud, 
And we send up the lark of our music that cuts 

TJntired through the cloud 
To beat with its wings at the lattice Heaven shuts ; 
Yet the angels look down and the mortals look up 

As the little wings beat. 
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And the poet is blessed with their pity or hope. 
'Twixt the heaveiiB and the earth eon a poet despond P 
O Life, Beyond, 
Thou art strange, thou art Bweet I 



Then we wring from our souls their applicative strength, 
And bend to the cord the strong how of our ken, 
And bringing oar lives to the level of others 
Hold the cup we have filled, to their uses at length. 
' Help me, God I love me, man ! I am man among men, 

And my life is a pledge 

Of the ease of another's !' 
From the fire and the water we drive out the steam 
With a rush and a roar and the speed of a dream ; 
And the car without horses, the car without wings, 

Boars onward and files 

On its grey iron edge 
'Keatfa the heat of a Thought sitting still in our eyes : 
And our hand knots in air, with the bndge that it flings, 
Two peaks far disrupted by ocean and skies, 
And, lifting a fold of the smooth-flowing Thames, 
Draws under the world with its turmoils and pothers, 
WhUethe swans float onsoftljiUntouched in their calma 
By humanity's hum at the root of the spring. 
And with reachings of Thought we reach down to the 
deeps 

Of the souls of our brothers, 
We teach them full words with our slow-moving lips. 
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' God,' ' Liberty,' ''Truth,' — which they hearken and 

think 
And work into harmony, link upon link. 
Till the silver meste round the earth gelid and dense, 
Shedding sparks of electric responding intense 

On the dark of eclipse. 
Then we hear through the silence and glory afar, 

Aa from shores of a star 
In aphelion, the new generations that cry 
Disenthralled by our voice to harmonious reply, 

' God,' ' Liberty,' ' Truth !' 

We are glorious forsooth. 

And our name has a seat, 
' Though the shroud should be donned, 

Life, Beyond, 
Thou art strange, thou art sweet ! 



Help me, Gk)d ! help me, man ! I am low, I am weak. 
Death loosens my sinews and creeps in my veins ; 
My body is cleft by these wedges of pains 

From my spirit's serene, 
And I feel the ezt^me and insensate creep in 

On my organized clay ; 

I sob not, nor shriek, 

Tet I faint fast away ; 
I &m strong in the spirit, — deep-tboughted, clear- 

. eyed, — , 
I could walk, step for step, with an angel beside, , 
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On the heaven-lieighta of truth. 
Oh, the Boul keeps its youth 
Bat the hody faints sore, it is tried in the race, 
It Binks from the chariot ere reaching the goal, 
It is weak, it is cold, 
The rein drops from ita bold. 
It smke back, with the death in its face. 
On, chariot ! on, eoul I 
Te are all ths more fleet — 
Be alone at the goal 
Of the strange and the sweet I 



Lore ua, God! love us, man! we believe, we achieve 
Ijet uB lore, let us live, 
for the acts correspond ; 
We are glorious, and die : 
And again on the knee of a mUd H^jsteiy 
^at amiles with a change. 
Here we lie. 
Death, O Bixom), 
Thou art sweet, thou art strange ! 
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A Boex ance grew withm 

A garden April-green, 
In her loneneBs, in her lonenesa, 
And the fairer for tbat oneneBs. 

A white rose delicate 
On a tall bough and straight : 
Early comer, early comer, 
Never waiting for the summer. 

Her pretty geatea did win 
South winds to let her in. 
In her loneneae, in her lonenesa, 
All the iairer for tbat onenesa. 

' For if I wait,' stud she, 

' Till time for rosea be, 
For the moaa-rose and the muak-roee, 
Maiden-bluah and royal-dnsk rose, 
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' What glory then for me 

In such a company ? — 
Bosea plenty, roses plenty, 
And one nightmg&le for twenty ! 

' Nay, let me in,' said she 

' Before the rest are &ee. 
Id my loneness, in my loneDesBj 
All the fairer for that oneness, 

' For I would lonely stand 

Uplifting my white hand, 
On a mission, on a mission, 
To deckre the coming mion. 

' Upon which lifted sign. 
What worship will be mine ! 
"What addressing, what caressing, 
And what thanks and praise and blessing ! 

'A windlike joy will rush 
Through every tree and buah. 

Bending softly in affection 

And spontaneous benediction. 

' Insects, that only may 

Live in a aunbright ray. 
To my whiteness, to my whiteness, 
Shftll be drawn as to a brightness. — 
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' And every moth and bee, 
Approach me reverently, 

Wheeling o'er me, wheeling o'er me, 

Coronals of motioned glorj. 

' Three larke shall leave a cloud. 
To my whiter beauty vowed, 
Sin^g gladly all tlie moontide, 
Never waiting for the auntide. 

' Ten nlghtingalea shall flee 
Their woods for love of me, 
Singing sadly all the sontide, 
Never waiting for tne moontide. 

' I ween the very skies 
Will look down with surprise, 
When below on earth they see me 
With ray starry aspect dreamy. 

' And earth will caU her flowers 
To hasten out of doors. 
By their curtsies and sweet-smelling, 
To give grace to my foretelling.* 

So praying, did she win 
South winds to let her in. 
In her loneness, in her loneness, 
And the fairer for that onenees. 



A. LA.T 07 TBE XABLX BOBl. 

But ah, — alaa for her I 

No thing did minister 
To her praises, to her praises. 
More than might unto a daisy's. 

No tree nor bush was seen 

To hoast a perfeiit green, 
Scarcely having, scarcely having 
One leaf broad enough for waving. 

The little flies did crawl 

Along the southern wall. 
Faintly shifting, faintly shifting 
Win^ scarce long enough for liitang. 

The lark, too high or low, 

I ween, did miss her so. 
With his nest down in the gorses, 
And bis song in the star-courses. 

The nightingale did please . 

To loiter beyond seas : 
GnesB him in the Happy ialandB, y 

Learning music from the sUenca !' 

Only the bee, forsooth. 
Came in the place of both, 

Doing honour, doing bonoar 

To the honey-dews upon her. 
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The skies looked coldly Aown 

Ab on a royal crown ; 
Thea with drop for drop, at leisure, 
They began to rain for pleasure. 

"Whereat the earth did seem 

To waken from a dream, 
Winter-froEen, winter-froien. 
Her nnqniet eyes unclosing — 

Said to the Boee, ' 5a, snow ! 

And art thou fallen ao t 
Thon, who wast enthroned stately 
All along my mount^s lately P 

' Holla, thou world-wide snow ! 

And art thon wasted so. 
With a little bongh to catch thee, 
And a little hee to watch thee F 

— Poor Itose, to be misknown ! 

Would she had ne'er been blown, 
In her loneness, in her loneneaa, 
All the sadder for that oneness ! 

Some word she tried to say. 

Some no ... ah, weUaway! 
But the passion did o'ercome her. 
And the &ir &ail leaven dropped from her. 
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— Dropped from her, fair and mute, 

Close to a poet's foot, 
Who beheld them, smiling slowly, 
As at something sad yet holy, — 

Said, ' Verily and thus 

' It chances too with ut 
Poeta, singing sweetest snatches 
While tlist deaf men keep the watches : 

' Vaunting to come before 

Our own age erermore. 
Id a loneness, in a loneness. 
And the nobler for that oneness. 

' Holy in voice and heart. 

To high ends, set apart : 
All unmated, all unmated, 
Just becaoae so consecrated. 

'But if alone we be. 

Where is our empery P 
And if none can reach our stature, 
Who can mete our lofty nature P 

' What bell will yield a tone, 

Swung in the dr alone P 
If no brazen clapper bringing, 
Who can hear the chimed ringing P 
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' What angel but would aeem 
To eensoal eyes, ghost-dim F 

And without assimilation, ■ 
Tain is inter-penetration. 

' And thufl, what can we do, 

Poor rose and poet too. 
Who both antedate our mission 
In an unprepared season? 

'Drop, leaf! be silent, song! 

Cold things we come among : 
We must warm them, we must warm them, 
Ere we erer hope to charm them. 

' Howbeit ' (here his face 
Lightened around the place, 

So to mark the outward turning 

Of its spirit's inward burning) 

' Something it is, to hold 

In God's worlds manifold, 
First rerealed to, creature- duty, 
Some new form of His mild Beauty. 

' Whether that form respect 

The sense or intellect, 
Holy be, in mood or meadow, 
The Chief Beauty's sign and shadow I 
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' H0I7, in me and thee, 
Bose fallen from the tree, — 

Though the world stand dumb around us, 

All unable to expound us. 

' Though none ub deign to bless, 

Blessed are we, nathelesB ; 
BleasSd still and consecrated 
In that, rose, we were created. 

' Oh, shame to poet's lays 
Sung for the dole of praise, — 

Hoarsely sung upon the highway 

With that obolum da mihH 

' Shame, shame to poet's soul 

Pining for such a dole, 
When Heaven-chosen to iaberit 
The high throne of a chief spirit I 

' Sit still upon your thrones, 

O ye poetic ones I 
And if, sooth, the vorld decry you, 
Let it pass unchallenged by you. 

' Te to yourselves suffice, 

Without its flatteries. 
Self.^»ntentedly approve you 
TJuto Him who sits above you, — 
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'In prftTera, that npward monut 
Like to a fkir-Bumied fount 
Which, in gushing back upon you. 
Hath an upper music won you, — 

' In faith, that still perceives 
No rose can shed her leaves, 
Far less, poet fall from mission. 
With an unfulfilled &aition, — 

' In hope, that apprehends 
An end heyond these ends. 
And great uses rendered duly 
By the meanest song sung truly, — 

< In thauke, for all the good 

By poets understood, 
For the sound of seraphs moving 
Down the hidden depths of loving, — 

' For sights of things away 
Through fissures of the clay, 
Fromised things which aiall be given 
And sung over, up in Heaven, — 

' For life, bo lovely-vain, 

For death, which breaks the chain. 
For this sense of present sweetness, 
And this yearning to completenean!' 
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A FABUl. 



Said a people to a poet — 'Qo oat from among us 
stniglitway I 
While we are thinking earthly thingB, thoa aingest 
of divine: 
There's a little fair brown nightingale who, sitting in 
the gateway, 
Makes fitter mosio to our ear than any song of 
thine r 



The poet went oat weeping ; the nightingale ceased 
chanting I 
'Now, wherefore, thon nightingale, ib all thy 
eweetnees done ?' 
— ' I cannot sing my earthly things, the heavenly poet 
wantmg, 
Whose highest harmony includes the lowest under 



60 TBB POET AND THE BIBD. 

The poet went out weeping, and died abroad, bereft 
there; 
The bird flew to hia grave and died amid a thousand 

And when I last came by the place, I swear the music 
left there 
Waa onlj of the poet's eong, and not the nightin- 
gale's. 



CBiii5dj,Googlc 



THE CBY OF THE HUMAN. 



'Thxbe is no God,' the foolish saith, 

Bat none, ' There is no sorrow,' 
And nature oft the cry of faith, 

In bitter need will borrow : 
Eyes, which the preacher could not Bchool, 

3j wajside graves are raised, 
And lips say, ' God be pitiful,' 

Who ne'er said, ' God be pnusSd.' 

Be pitiful, OQodl 

a. 
The tempest stretches &om the steep 

The shadow of its coming, 
The beasts grow tame and near us creep, 

As help were in the human ; 
Yet^ while the cloud-wheels roll and grind, 

"We spirits tremble under — 
The hills have echoes, but we find 

No answer for the thunder. 

Be pitiful, God I 



C;unglc 



The bkttle horUes on the plains, 

Earth feela new Bcythea upon her ; 
V/6 reap our brothere far the wains. 

And call the harvest — honour: 
Draw face to fiice, front line to line, 

One image all inherit, — 
^en kill, corse on, by that some sign, 

Clay — clay, and spirit — spirit. 

Be pitiful, GlodI 



The plague runs festering through the town. 

And never a bell is tolling, 
And corpses, josUed 'neath the moon. 

Nod to the dead-cart's rolling : 
The young child calleth for the cup, 

The strong man brings it weeping, 
The mother from her babe looks up. 

And shrieks away its sleeping. 

Be pitiful, God 1 



The plague of gold strikes far and near, 

And deep and strong it enters ; 
This purple chimnr which we wear, 

Makes madder than the centaur's ; 
Our thoughts grow blank, our words grow strange, 
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We cheer the pole gold-diggere, 
Each Boul ia worth bo much on 'Change, 
And marked, like sheep, with figures. 

Bepiti^ O Qoi\ 



Xhe corse of gold upon the land 

The lack of bread enforces ; 
I%e rail-cars snort from strand to strand, 

Like more of Death's "White horseB : 
The rich preach ' rights ' and ' future days,' 

And hear no angel scoffing, 
The poor die mute, with starring gase 

On corn-ships in the ofling. 

Be pitiful, OCk)d I 

We meet together at the feaat, 

To private mirth betake us ; 
We stare down in the winecnp, lest 

Some vacant chair should shake us : 
We name delight, and pledge it round — 

'it shall be ours to-molrrow !' 
God's seraphs, do your voices sound 

As sad, in naming sorrow ? 

Be pitiful, Qodl 

We sit together, with the ukies. 
The steadfast skies, above us, 
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We look into each other's eyes, 
'And how long will you love usF' 

The eyes grow dim with prophecy. 
The Toicea, low and breathless, — 

' Till death us part ! ' — words, to be 
Our ie»t, for love the deathless ! 

Be pitiful, God ! 



We tremble by the harmleas bed 

Of one loved and departed : 
Our tears drop on the lips that said 
Last night, ' Be Htronger-heartedl* 
God, — to clasp those fingers close, 

Aad yet to feel bo lonely I 
To see a light upon such brows, 
' Which b the daylight only ! 

Be pitiful, O God t 



The happy cfaildrea come to us. 

And look up in our feces ; 
They ask na — ' Was it thus, and thus, 

When we were in their places ?' — 
We cannot spesk ; — we see anew 

The hilia we used to live in. 
And feel our mother's smile press through 

The kisses she is giving. 

Be pitiful, God I 
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We pray together at the kirk 

For mercy, mercy solely : 
Hands weary with the evil work, 

We lift them to the Holy. 
The corpse is calm below our knee, 

Its spirit, bright before Thee^ 
Between them, worse than either, we — 

Without the rest or gloiy. 

Be pitiful, O OodI 



We leave the communing of men. 

The mununr of the passionB, 
And lire aloue, to lire again 

With endless generatioiis : 
Are we so brave F — The sea and sky 

In silence lift their mirrors,' 
And, glassed therein, oar spirits high 

Becoil &om their own terrors. 

Be pitiful, O God ! 

We sit on hills onr childhood wist, 
Woods, hamlets, streams, beholding : 

The sou strikes through the farthest mist 
The ci^'s spire to golden ; 

The city's golden spire it was. 
When hope and health were strongest, 
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But now it IB the churcbyard grass 
We look upon the longest. 

Bepitiful, OGodl 



And soon all vision wazeth doU ; 

Men whisper, ' He is dying ;' 
"We cry no more ' Be pitiful !' 

We have no stresgth for crying : 
No strength, no need. Then, soul of mine. 

Look up and triumph r&ther — 
Lo, in the depth of God's Divine, 

The Son adjures the Father, 

BS fITIFUL, Gos ! 
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I 'WiUj paint her aa I see ber. 
Ten timea have the lilies blown, 
&nce she looked upon the lun. 

And her &ce a lily-cleat, 

Lily-shaped, and dropped in dnty 
To the law of ita own beauty. 

Oval cheeks encoloored faintly, 
Which a trail of golden hair 
Keeps &om fading off to air : 

And a forehead fair aud saintly, 
Which two blue eyes undershine, 
Like meek prayers before a sbrine. 

Face and figure of a child, — 
Though too calm, yoa think, and tender, 
For the childhood yoa would lend her. 



t;„,gic 



A POKTBAIT. 

Yet chQd-simple, undefiled, 
Frank, obedient, waitiug still 
On the turningB of your will. 

Moving light, as all young things. 
As young birds, or early wheat 
"When the wind blows over it. 

Only, free from flutterings 
Of loud mirth that scometh 
Taking love for her chief pleasure. 

Choosing pleasures, for the rest, 
Which come softly— just as she, 
When she nestles at your knee. 

Quiet talk she liketh best. 
In a bower of gentle looks, — 
Watering flowers, or reading books. 

And her voice, it murmurs lowly, 
As a silver stream may run. 
Which yet feels, you feel, the sun. 

And her smile it seems half holy, 
As if drawn from thoughts more tar 
Than our common jeatings are. 

And if any poet knew her, 

&e would sing of her with falls 
Used in lovely madrigals. 



A. POBTBA.it. 

And if any painter drew her. 
He would paint her unaware 
With a halo round the hair. 

And if reader read the poem, 

He would whisper — ' Tou have done a 
Consecrated little Una.' 

And a dreamer (did yon show him 

That uame picture) would exclaitn, 
' 'Tifl my augel, with a name 1 ' 

And a stranger, when he sees her 
' In the street even, emileth stilly, 
Just as you would at a lily. 

And all voices that address her, 
Sdlen, sleeken every word. 
As if speaking to a bird. 

And all fancies yearn to cover 
The hard earth whereon she passes, 
With the thymy-scented grasses. 

And all hearts do pray, ' God love her F 
Ay and always, in good sooth. 
We may all be sure H£ soth. 
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CONCESSIONS. 



Fjlcx to face in mj cliamber, my eHetit chamber, I saw 

her: 
Qod and she and I onlj, there I aate down to draw 

her 
Soul through the clefts of confession, — ' Speak, I am 

holding thee fast. 
As the aogd of resorrection ahall do it at the last 1' 
' Mf cup is blood-red 
With my sin,' she said, 
' And I pour it out to the bitter lees, 
As if the angels of judgment stood over me strong at 
the last. 

Or as thou wert as these.' 



Wh^i Gh>d smote his hands together, and struck out 

thy soul as a spark 
Into the OTganized glory of things, from deeps of the 

dark,— 
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OOSTXSSTOITS 61 

Say, didat thou Bhine, didat thou bum, didst thou 

honour the power in the form, 
Ab the star doea st night, or the fire-flj, or even the 
■. little ground-worm ? 

' I have sitmed,' abe s&id, 

' For mv seed-light shed 

Has smouldered away from His first decrees. 

The cypress praiseth the fire-fly, the ground-leaf 

praiseth the worm ; 

I am viler than these.' 

"When God on that sis had pity, and did not trample 

thee straight 
With His wild rains beating and drenching thy light 

found inadequate ; 
"When He only sent thee the north-wind, a little 

searching and chill, 
To quicken thy flame — didst thou kindle and flash to 
the heights of His will P 

' I have sinned,' she said, 

' ITnquickened, unspread 

My fire dropt down, and I wept ou my knees : 

I only said of His winds of the north as I shrank from 

their dull. 

What deUgbt is in these 9 ' 

Wbea Clod on that sin had pity, and did not meet it 
as snob, 
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62 OOKIEBSIOSS. 

But tempered the wind to tiiy usee, and softened the 

world to thy touch. 
At leut thoti waat moved in thy soul, though unable 

to prove it afar, ^ 

Thou couldst carry thy light like a jewel, not giving it 
oat like a star? 

' I have sinned,' she said, 
'And not merited 
The gift He gives, by the grace He sees t 
The mine-cave praiseth the jewel, the hill-side praiseth 
the star ; 

I am viler than these.' 



Then I cried aloud in my passion, — Unthankful and 

impotent creature. 
To throw up thy acorn unto God through the rents in 

thy beggarly nature ! 
If He, the all-giving and loving, is served so unduly, 

what then 
Hast thou done to the weak and the false and the 
changing, — thy fellows of men P 
' I have loved,' she said, 
(Words bowing her head 
As the wind the wet acacia-treea) 
' I saw G^od sitting above me, but I . . I sate among 
men, 

And I have loved these.' 
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COTTFBSBIOIia. 68 

Again with a lifted voice, lite a choral tntrnpet that 

takes 
The lowest note of a viol that trembles, and triumphing 

breaks 
On the air with it Bolenm and clear, — ' Behold ! I have 

Binned not in this 1 
Where I loved, I have loved much and well, — I have 
verilj' loved not amiBS. 

Let the living,' ehe said, 
' Inquire of the dead. 
In the house of the pale-&onted images : 
M; own trae dead will answer for me, that I have not 
loved amisa 

In my love for all these. 



* He least touch of their hands iii the morning, I keep 

it by day and by night; 
!nieir least step on the stair, at the door, still throbs 

through me, if ever so light ; 
[Hieir least gift, which they left to my childhood, far 

off in the long-ago years. 
Is now turned from a toy to a relic, and seen through 
the crystals of tears. 

Dig the snow,' she said, 
' For my churchyard bed, 
Tet I, as I sleep, shall not fear to freeze, 
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If one only of these my beloveds, shall lore me witii 
heart-warm tears. 

As I hnve loved these I 



' If I angered any among them, from thenceforth my 

own life was sore ; 
1£1 fell by chance from their presence, I clung to their 

memory more : 
"nieir tender I often felt holy, their bitter I aometimea 

called sweet ; 
And vhenever tbeir fa«ui; has refuaed me, I fell down 
straight at their feet. 

I have loved,' she said, — 
' Man is weak, God is dread. 
Yet the weak man dies with his spirit at ease, 
HflTing poored such an unguent of love bat once on 
the Saviour's feet. 

As I lavished for these.' 



Go, I cried, thou hast choaen the Human, and left the 

Divine! 
Then, at least, have the Human shored with thee their 

wild borry-wine ? 
Have they loved back thy love, and when strangers 

approached thee with blame. 
Have they covered thy fault vdth their kisses, and 

loved thee the same P 
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But ahe shrunk and said, 
' God, over my head. 
Must sweep in the wrath of his judgmeut-seas. 
If He shall deal with me sinning, but only indeed the 
same 

And no gentler tbrno these.' 
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LOVED ONCE. 



I CLASSED, oppmiaing once, 
Earth's lameatable Bounds, — the welladajr, 

The jarring yea and nay, 
The fall of JtiBHes on unaneTvering clay, 
The sobbed farewell, the welcome mouniraller,— 

But all did leaven the air 
With a less bitter leaven of eure despair 

Than these words — 'I loved ONCK.* 



And who saith, 'I loved oncb ' P 
Not angels, — whose clear eyes, love, love foresee, 

Love, through eternity, 
And by To liove do apprehend To Be. 
Not God, called Love, His noble crown-name casting 

A light too broad for blnating: 
The great God changing not from everlasting, 

Saith never, 'I loved OHCe.' 



LOTXD OBOZ. 



Oh, never ia ' Loved once ' 
Tliy word, thou Victim- Christ, misprized frienil ! 

Thy cross and curse may rend. 
Bat hftTing loved Thou loveat to the end. 
This is man's saying— mau'a : too weak to move 

One sphered star above, 
Alan desecrates the eternal God-word Love 

By his No More, and Once. 



How say ye, ' We loved once,' 
Blasphemers P la your earth not cold enow. 

Mourners, without that enow ? 
Ah, friends, and would ye wrong each other so? 
And could ye say of some whose love is known. 

Whose prayers have met your own. 
Whose tears havefallen for yoUjWhoseamUes have shone 

So long, — '"VVe loved them ohce'P 



Could ye, ' We loved her once.' 
Say calm of me, sweet friends, when out of sight ? 

When hearts of better right 
Stand in between me and your happy light F 
Or when, aa flowers kept too long in the shade, 

Ye find my colours fade. 
And all that is not love in me, decayed F 

Such words — Ye loved me oscBl 
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LOTED OS CI. 



Could ye, ' We loved her once ' 
Say cold of me -when further put away 

In earth's sepulchral clay, 
"When mute the lips which deprecate to-day ? 
Xot BO I not then — least then t When life is sliriTen 

And death's full joy is given, — 
Of those who sit and love you up in heaven, 

Say not, 'We loved them once.' 



Say never, je loved oscB : 
God ia too near above, the grave, beneath. 

And all our moments breathe 
Too quick in mysteries of life and death, 
For such a word. The eternities avenge 

Affections light of range. 
Tbere comes no change to justify that change 

Whatever comes — Loved omcb ! 



And yet that same word OKCK 
Is hnmanly acceptive. Kings have said 

Shaking a discrowned head, 
' We ruled once,' — dotards, ' We once taught and led,' 
Cnpples once danced i' the vines, and bards approved. 

Were once by scomings moved ; 
But love strikes one hour — lotb ! those never loted 

Who dream that they loved ohcb. 
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THE HOUSE OF CLOUDS. 



I TODLQ build a cloudy House 

For my thougbts to live in. 
When for earth too fancy-loose, 

And too low for heaven : 
Hush 1 I talk my dream aloud, 

I build it bright to eee, — 
I build it on the moonlit cloud 

To which I looked with thee. 



Cloud-wallB of the morning's grey, 

Faced with amber column, 
Crowned with crimBon cupola 

From a sonset solemn : 
May-miatB, for the casements, fetch, , 

Fale and glimmering. 
With 4 sunbeam hid in each 

And a smell of spring. 
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TBE BODSE OF CLOD Da. 

Build the entraace high and proud, 

Darkeuing and then brightenuig, 
Of a riven thunder- cloud. 

Veined by the lightning: 
TTse one with an iria-atain 

For the door so thin, 
Tnming to a sound like rain 

tkM I enter in. 



Build a apncious hall therebj 

Boldly, never fearing ; 
TTae the blue place of the sky 

Which the wind ia clearing : 
Branched with corridor a sublime, 

Flecked with winding atairs, 
Such as children wiah to climb 

Following their own prayers. 



In the louteat of the house, 

I will have my chamber ; 
Silence at the door shall uae 

Evening's light of amber, 
Solemnizing every mood, 

Softening in degree, 
Turning sadneaa into good ' 

As I turn the key. 
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Be my chamber tapestried 

With the showers 
Close, but Bouadleea, gloriBed 

When the Bunheams come here— 
Wanderiag harpera, harping on 

Waters stringed for such, 
Drawing colour, for a tune. 

With a vibrant touch. 



Bring a shadow green nnd atill 

From the cbestnut-forest, 
Bring a purple from the hill. 

When the heat ie eoreet ; 
Spread them out from waJl to wall, 

Carpet-wore around, 
Whereupon the foot ahall fall 

In light instead of sound. 



Bring fantastic cloudlets home 

From the noontide zenith, 
Banged for sculptures round the room. 

Named as Fancy weeneth ; 
Some be Junos, without eyes, 

Naiads, without sources, 
Some be birds of paradise. 

Some, Olympian horaea. 
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THE HOrsE OF CLOUDS. 
IX. 

Bring the dews the birds shake o£f 

Waking in the hedges, — 
Those too, perfiimed for a proof. 

From the lilies' edges : 
From our England's field and moor. 

Bring them calm and white in, 
Whence to fonn a mirror pure 

For Lore's self-delighting. 



Bring a grejr cload from the east 

Where the lark is singing, 
(Something of the song at least 

Unlost in the bringing) : 
That shall be a moming-chiur, 

Poet-dream may sit in 
When it leans out ou the air, 

Unrhymed and unwritten. 



Bring the red cloud from the sun. 

While he ainketh catch it ; 
That shall be a couch, — with one 

Sidelong star to watch it, — 
Fit for poet's finest thought 

At the curfew-aounding ; 
Things uuaeeu being nearer brought 

Than the seen, around him. 
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TEE HOUSE OT CLOUDB. 



Poet'B thought, — not poet's aigh. 

'Las, they come together ! 
Cloudy walls divide and B,j 

As in April weather. 
Cupola and column proud, 

Structure bright to see. 
Gone I except that moonlit cloud 

To which I looked with thee. 



Let them I Wipe such risionings 

From the fancy's cartel : 
Love secures some fairer things. 

Dowered with hia immortal. 
The Bun inay darken, heaven he bowed. 

But still unchanged shall be, — 
Here, in my sou], — that moonlit clond 

To which I looked with thee ! 
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A SABBATH MORNING AT SEA. 



The sbip went on witli Rolemn face ; 
To meet the darknesB on the deep, 
The solemn ship went onward: 
I bowed down weary in the place, 
For porting tears and present sleep 
Had weighed mine ejelids downward. 

Thick sleep which shut all dreams from me. 
And kept my inner self apart 
And quiet from emotion, 
Then brake away and left me free, 
Made conacious of a human heart 
Betwixt the hea7en and ocean. 



The new sight, the new wondrous sight 1 
The waters round me, turbulent, 
The skiea impassive o'er me, 
Calm in a moonless, sunless light, 
Half glorified by that intent 
Of holding the day-glory I 
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X 8ABBATII UOSniHS AT SEA. 71 

Two pale thin clouda did stand upon 

The meeting line of sea and sky. 

With aspect still and mystic : 

I think they did foresee the sun, 

And rested on,their prophecy 

In quietude majestic, 

Then flushed to radiance where they stood. 

Like statues by the open tomb 

Of shining saints half risen. 

The sun ! — he came up to be viewed. 

And sky and sea made mighty room 

To inaugurate the vision, 

TL 

I oft bad seen the dawnlight run 
Ah red wine through the hills, and break 
Through many a mist's inuming ; 
But, here, no earth profaued the aun : 
Heaven, ocean, did alone partake 
The sacrament of morning. 

Away with thoughts fantastical ! 

I would be humble to my worth. 

Self-guarded as self-doubted: 

Though here no earthly shadows fall, 

I, joying, grieving without earth, 

May desecrate without it. 
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Tm. 
God'e aabbath morning aweepa the waves ; 
I would not praise the pageant high 
Yet tuiBS the dedicature : 
I, carried toward the sunleaa graTea 
By force of natural things, — should I 
Exult in only nature P 

And coold I 'bear to eit alone 
'Mid nature's fixed benignitieB, 
While my warm pulae was moring ? 
Too dark thou art, O glittering sun, 

Too strait ye are, capacious seas, 
To satisfy the loving ! 

It aeems a better lot than so. 

To sit with friends beneath the beech, 

And feel them dear and dearer ; 

Or follow children as they go 

In pretty pairs, with softened speech. 

As the church-bella ring nearer. 

Love me, sweet friends, this sabbath dayl 

The sea sings round me while ye roll 

Afar the hymn nualtered, 

And kneel, where once I knelt to pray. 

And bless me deeper in the soul, - 

Because the voice has faltered. 

. ■t;„,gic 



A SABBATH MOBSnro AT SEA. 

And though this sabbath romes to me 

Without the stoled minister 

Or chanting cougregation, 
God's Spirit bringa commimion, He 
"Who brooded soft on waters drear, 

Creator on creation. 

Himself, I think, shall draw me higher. 

Where keep the saints with harp and song 
An endless sabbath morning, 
And on that sea commixed with fire 
Oft drop their eyelids, raised too long 
To the full Godhead's burning. 
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A H.OWER IN A LETTER. 



Mt lonely cbambei' next the sea, 
Ib iiill of nifljiy flowers set free 
By Bummer's earliest duty : 
Sear friends upon the garden-walk 
Might stop amid their fondest talk 
To pull the least in beauty. 

A thousand flowers, each seeming oue 
That leaiut by ^zing on the sun 

To counterfeit his sbiuing ; 
Within whose leaves the holy dew 
That falls from lieaven has won anew 

A glory, in declining. 

Ked rosea, used to praises long, 
Contented with the poet's song, ' 

The nightingale's being over; 
And lilies white, prepared to touch 
The whitest thought, nor soil it much, 

Of dreamer turned to lover. 
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A. FLOWXB IS A. LBTfSB. 

Deep violets, you liken to 

The kindest eyes that look on you, 

Without a thought disloyal; 
And cactuses, & queen might don 
If weary of a golden crown. 

And still appear as royal. 

V. 

Pansies for ladies all, — I wis 

That none who wear such brooches, misH 

A jewel in the mirror; 
And tulips, children love to stretch 
Heir fingers down, to feel in each 

Its beauty's secret neater. 

Lore's language may be talked with these ; 
To work out choicest sentences, 

No blossoms can be meeter; 
And, such being used in Eaatern bowers, 
Toong maids may wonder if tlie flowers 

Or meanings be the sweeter. 
TH. 
And such being strewn before a bride. 
Her little foot may turn aside. 

Their longer bioom decreeing. 
Unless some voice's whispered sound 
Should make her gaze upon the ground 

Too earnestly for seeing. 
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A TLOWKK IN A. UtTTXB. 

And Buch being scattered on a grare, 
Wtoever mouraeth there may have 

A type which seemeth worthy 
Of that fair body hid below. 
Which bloomed on earth a time ngo 

Then periahed na the earthy. 

IX. 

And Bucb being wreathed for worldly fe&at, 
Across the brimming cup some guest 

Their rwnhow colours viewing 
Iilay feel them, with a silent start, 
Tbe ooYenant, his childish heart 

With nature made, renewing. 

X. 

No flowers our gardened England hath 
To match with these, in bloom and breath, 

'Which from the world are hiding 
In sunny Deron moist with rills,— 
A nunnery of cloistered hills, 

Tbe elements presiding. 

By Loddon'a stream the flowers are fair 
That meet one gifted lady's care 

With prodigal rewarding, 
(For Beauty is too used to run 
To MitfOTd'fl bower — to want the sun 

To light her through tbe garden). 
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A. 7I<0W£B IT A LKTTEB. 

Bat here, all eummers are cotnprued. 
The nightly frosts shrink exorcised 

Before the priestly moonshine ; 
And every wind with BtolM feet. 
In wandering down the alleys sweet. 

Steps lightly on the sunshine, 

And (having promised Harpocrate 
Among the nodding roses that 

No harm shall touch his daughten>) 
Gives quite away the rushing sound 
He dares not use upon such ground, 

To eTer-trickling waters. 

Yet, BUD and wind I what can ye do 
But make the leaves more brightly show 

In posies newly gathered P 
I look away from all your best. 
To one poor flower unlike the rest, 

A little flower half-withered. 
XV. 
I do not think it ever was 
A pretty flower, — to make the grass 

Look greener where it reddened} 
And now it seema ashamed to be 
Alone, in all this company. 

Of aspect shrunk and saddened. 



A. JTLOWJiB nr A BETTER. 

A chamber-window was the spot 
It grew ID, &om a garden-pot, 

Among the cit^ sbadowa -. 
If any, tending it, might aeem 
To amile, 'twaa only in a dream 

Of nature in the meadows. 

How coldly on its head did fall 
The sunshine, Jrom the city wall 

In pale refraction dnven ! 
How sadly plashed upon ita leaves 
The raindrops, losing in the eaves 

The first sweet news of heaven I 

xvm. 
And those who planted, gathered it 
In gamesome or in loving fit. 

And ^nt it as a token 
Of what their city pleasures be, — 
For one, in Devon by the sea 

And garden-blooms, to looli on. 

xn. 
But SHE for whpm the jest was meant. 
With a grave passion innocent 

Beceiving what was given, — 
Oh, if her face she turned then. 
Let none say 'twas to gaie again 

Upon the flowers of Devon I 



A FLOWEB IS i. LBITIB. 

Because, vtifttever virtue dwells 
In genial skies, warm oracles 

For gardens brightly springing, — 
The flower which grew beneath your eyea, 
BelovEd Abends, to mine supplies 

A beauty worthier singing I 
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I KITS a smiling face, she eaid, 
I have a jeat for all I meet, 

I have a garland for mj head 
And all ita flowers are aweet, — 

And BO you call me gaj, ahe eaid. 



Orief taught to me this smile, she said. 
And Wrong did teach tbia jesting bold ; 

These flowers were plucked from garden-bed 
While a death-chime was tolled : 

And what now will you say ? — she aaidi 



Behind no prison-grate, she said, 

Which slurs the Bunsbiiie half a mil^ 

Live captives ao uncomforted 
As souls behind a smile. 

Ood'a pity let ns pray, she said. 
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I know ray face is bright, she said, — 
Such brightness dying suns difftue t 

I bear upon my forehead shed 
The sign of what I lose, 

The ending of my day, she said. 



If I dared leave this smile, she said, 
And take a moan apon my mouth, 

And tie a cypress round my head, 
And let my tears run Bmooth, 

It were the happier way, she said> 



And since that must not be, she said, 
I fain your bitter world would leaTe. 

How calmly, calmly, smile the Dead, 
"Who do not, therefore grieve ! 

The yea of Heaven is yea, she said. 



Bnt in yonr bitter world, she said, 
Fscegoy *b a costly mask to wear ; 

Tis bought with pangs long nourishSd, 
And rounded to despair : 

Grief's eftmest makes life's play, she said. 



THB HABX. 



Te weep for those who weep P she said — 
Ah fools I I bid 70a pass them by. 

Go, weep ibr those whose hearta have bled 
What time their eyes were dry. 

Whom sadder cao I sav p she said. 
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CALLS ON THJ HEAKT. 



Fbee Heart, that singeat to-day 
like a bird on tbo first green Bpray, 
Wilt thou go ibrth to the world 
Where the hawk hath his wing unfurled 

To follow, perhaps, thy way ? 
Where the tamer thine own will bind, 
And, to make thee sing, will blind, 
While the little hip grows for the &ee behind ? 
Heart, wilt thou go F 
— ' No, no ' 
'Free hearts are better bo.' 



The world, thou hast heard it told, 
Has counted its robber-gold, 
And the pieces stick to the band ; 
33ie world goes riding it fair and grand. 
While the truth is bought and sold ; 



i CALLS Oir THE HEART. 

■World-voices east, world-voices west, 
They call thee, Heart, from thine early rest, 
' Game hither, come hitlier and be our guest.' 
Hcart^wilt thou go 9 

—' No, no ! 
' Qflod hearts are calmer vo.' 



"Who calleth thee. Heart? "Worid'a Strife, 
With a golden heft to his knife ; 
"World's Mirth, with a finger fine 
That draws on a board in wine 
Her blood-red plans of life ; 
World's Gain, with a brow knit down j 
World's Fame, with a laurel crown 
Which rustles most as the leaves turn brown: 
Heart, wilt thou go ? 
— ' No, no ! 
' Calm hearts are wiser so 



Hast heard that Proserpina 
(Once fooling) was snatched away 
To partake the dark king's seat. 
And the tears ran fast on her feet 

To think how the aun ehone yesterday? 
With her ankles sunken in asphodel 
She wept for the rosea of earth which fell 
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VALLB ON inx OSJlBT. 0\ 

From her I&p vben the wild car drare to heU. 
Heart, wilt thou go P 
— ' No, no ! 
' Wise hearte are warmer ho.' 

And what is this phice not seea, 
"Where Hearti may hide aerene ? 
' "Ea a'^air still houae well-kept, 
' Which humble thoughts hare swept, 

'And holy prayers made cImul. 
' There, I sit with Love in the sun, 
'And we two never hare done 
' SingiLj sweeter eongs than are guessed by one,' 
Heart, wilt thou go P 
— ' No, no 1 
' Warm hearts are fuller so.' 

O Heart, Love,— I fear 
That Lore may be kept too near. 
Hast heard, Heart, that tale. 
How Love may be false and ftaH 
To a Heart once holden dear P 
— 'But this true Love of mine 
' Clings fast as the clinging vine, 
'And mingles pure as the grapes in wine.* 
Heart, wilt thou go P 
— ' No, no ! 
' Full hearts beat higher so.' 
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K) GAI.LB OK TUB HEABT. 

Heart, Love, beware 1 

Look up, and boast not there, 

For who hae twirled at the pin P 

'Tis the World, between Death and Sin,— 

The "World and the world's Despairl 
And Death has quickened his pace 
To the hearth, with a mocking face. 
Familiar ae Love, in Love's own place. 
Heart, wilt thou go F 
— ' Still, no ! 
* High hearts must grieve even so.' 



The house is waste to-day, — 
The leaf has dropt &om the spray, 
The thorn, prickt through to the song : 
If summer doeth no wrong 
The winter will, they say. 
Sing, Heart ! what heart replies f 
In vain we were calm and wise, 
If the tears unkissed stand on in our eyes. 
Heart, wilt thou go P 
— ' Ah, no ! 
' Qrieved hearts must break even bo.' 



Howbeit all is not lost. 

The warm noon ends in frost, 
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And worldly tongaes of promise, 

Like sheep-bella die off from ue 

On the desert hills cloud-ciosaed : 
Yet through the silence shall 
Fierce the death-angel's call, 
And ' Come up hither,' recover all. 
Hearty wilt thou go ? 
— 'Igo! 
' Broken hearts triumph so.' 
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WISDOM UNAPPLIED. 



If I were thou, O butterfly, 

And poised my purple wing to spy 

The sweetest flowers that live and die, 



I would not waste my strength on those, 
As thou, — for summer has a dose, 
And pansies bloom not in the snows. 

m. 
If I were thou, O working bee. 
And all that honey-gold I see, 
Gould delve from roses easily, 

I would not hive it at man's door, 
As tbou, — that heirdom of my store 
Should make him rich and leave me poor. 
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VI3D(iH TKAIPUKD. 
T. 

If I vere thou, eagle proud. 

And screamed the thunder back aloud. 

And faced the lightning trom the cloud. 



I would not build my ejrie-throne, 
Aa thou, — upou a crumbling et-oae 
Which the next storm may trample down. 



If I were thou, gallant steed, 
With pawing hoof and dancing head, 
And eye ootrunning thine own speed, 



I would not meeken to the rein, 

As thou, — nor smooth my nostril plain 

From the glad desert's snort and strain. 



If I were thou, red-breasted bird, 
With song at shut-up window heard. 
Like Lore's sweet yes too long deferred. 



1 would not overstay delight. 

As thou, — but take a swallow-flight 

Till the new spring returned to sight 
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TISDOV ITITAPPIJBS. 



While yet I Bpake, a touch was laid 
UpoD my brow, whose pride did fade 
Ab thai, methonght, an angel aaid, — 



*If I wert tiou wlio sing'st this song, 
Moot wise for others, and most strong 
In seeing right whUe doing wrong. 



' I would not waste my cares, and choose. 
As thou, — to seek what thou must lose. 
Such gains as perish in the nse. 



' I would not work where none can win. 
As Ami, ^halfway 'twiit grief and sin, 
But look above aud judge within. 



* I would not let my poise beat high. 
As ihotf, — towards fame's regality, 
Nor yet in love's great jeopardy. 



' I would not champ the bard cold bit, 
As tkou,—oi what the world thinks fit. 
But take Qod's &eedom, using it. 



' I woold not play earth's winter ant, 
■ As thoK, — but gird my soul about, 
And live for life past death and doubt. 

' Then sing, Binger ! — but allow, 
Beast, fly and bird, called foolish now. 
Are wise (for all thy Bcorn) as thou.' 



CBiii5dJ.Googlc 



MEUORT AND HOPE. 



Back- LOO Kiiro Memory 
And prophet Hope both sprang from out the gronsd ; 
One, where the flashing of cherubic Bword 

Fell Bad in Eden'a ward, 
And oo^ from Eden earth within the Boond 
Of the four rivera lapsing pleasantly, 
What time the promise after curse was said, 

' Thy seed shall bruise his head.' 



Poor Memory's brain is wild, 

Aa moonstruck by that flaming atmosphere 

Whan ahe was bom ; her deep eyes shine and shone 

With light that conquereth sun 
And stars to wanner paleness year by year : 
With odorous gums she mixeth things defiled, 
She trampleth down earth's grasses green and sweet 

With her far-wandering feet. 
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She plucketh mnny flowers, 
Tlieir beaoty on ber boaom'g coldnees killing ; 
She teachetb every melancholy sound 

To winds and waters round ; 
She droppetb tears with seed where man is tilling 
The ragged soil in his exhausted boors ; 
She smiletb — ah me ! in her smile dotb go 

A mood of deeper woe. 

Hope tripped on out of sight, 
Crowned with an Eden wreath she saw not wither, 
And went a-nodding through the wilderness 

With brow that shone no less 
Than a sea-gull's wing, brought nearer by rongh 

weather, 
Searching the treeless rock for firuits of light ; 
Her fur quick feet being armed from stones and cold 

By slippers of pure gold. 

Memory did Hope much wrong 
And, while she dreamed, her slippers stole away; 
But still she wended on with mirth unheeding. 

Although her feet were bleeding. 
Till Memory tracked her on a certain day. 
And with most evil eyes did search her long 
And (mielty, whereat she sank to ground 

In a stark deadly swound. 
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9S MKMOUT ABD HOPE. 

n. 

And BO my Hope w^e slaiii, 
Esd it not been that tboit waat atanding near 
Oh Thon who saideat ' live,' to creaturea lying 

In their own blood and dying 1 
For Thou her forehead to Tliiiie heart didst rear 
And make its silent pulses sing again, 
Pouring a new light o'er her darkened eyne 

With tender tears &om Thine. 



Therefore my Hope arose 
From out her awound and gazed upon Thj face, 
And, meeting there that soft subduing look 

"Which Peter's spirit shook, 
Sank dotmward in a laptnre to embrace 
Thy pierced hands and feet with kisses close, 
And prayed Thee to assist her evenoore 

To ' reach the things before.' 



Then gaveet Thou the smile 
Wlence angel-wings thrill quick like summer lightning, 
Vouchsafing rest beside Thee, where she never 

From Lots and Faith may sever : — 
Whereat the Eden crown she saw not whitening 
A time i^o, though whitening all the while. 
Reddened witii life to hear the Toice which talked 

To Adam as he walked. 



HUMAN LIFE'S MTSTBRY. 



Wb bow the glebe, we reap the com, 

"We boild the house where we may rest, 
And then, at momentB, suddenly 
We look up to the gre&t wide sky, 
Inquiring wherefore we were bom, 
For eftmeat or for jeat ? 

The senees folding thick and dark 

A.bout the stifled eoul within. 
We goeBS diviner things beyond, 

And yearn to them with yearning fond ; 
We strike out blindly to a mark 
Believed in, but uot seen. 

We ribrate to the pant and thiill 
Wherewith Eternity has curled 

In serpent-twine about God's seat ; 

WhUe, freshening upward to Hia feet, 

In gradual growth His full-leaved will 
Expands from world to world. 
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And, in the tumult and ezceBs 

Of act and passion under sun, 

We sometimes hear — oh, soft and far. 

As silver star did touch with star, 

The kiss of Peace and Bighteonsnees 

Through alt things that are done. 

Crod keeps Hia holy mysteries 

Just on the outside of man's dream ; 
In diapason slow, we think 
To hear their pinions rise and Bink, 
While they fioat pure beneath His eyes. 
Like swans adown a stream. 

Abstractions, are they, from the forms 

Of His great beauty ? — eialtations 
From His great glory t — strong previsiofia 
Of what we shall be P — intuitions 
Of what we are— in cahns and storms 
Beyond oof peace and passions ? 

Things nameless 1 which, in passing so. 
Do stroke us with a subtle grace ; 

We say, ' Who passes ?' — they are diunb; 

We cannot see them go or come, 

Their touches fall soft, cold, as snow 
Upon a blind man's face. 
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Yet, tonching bo they draw above 

Our common thoughta to Heavea'a onknown ; 
Our daily joj and pain advance 
To a divine significance, 
Our human love — O mortal love, 

That light is not its ovm 1 
n. 
And aometimea horror chills our blood 

To be BO near such mystic Things, 
And we wrap round us for deience 
Our purple mannerB, mooda of sense — 
As angeb trom the foce of C^d 

Stand bidden in their wings. 

And sometimes tlu^ough life's heavy swound 
We grope for them, with strangled breath 

"We stretch our hands abroad and try 

To reach them in our agony ; 

And videu, so, the broad life-woond 
SooD large enough ibr death. 
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A CHILD'S THOUGHT OF GOD. 



Thbt aay that God lives very high ; 

But if you look above the pines 
Tou cftimot see our God ; and why p 



And if you dig down in the minee 
Ton never see Him in the gold ; 
Though from Him all that's glory shines 

God is ao good. He wears a fold 

Of heaven and earth across H'" faoe — 
Like secrets kept, for love, untold. 

But still I feel that His embrace 

Sbdee down by thrills, through all things made, 
Through sight and sound of every place. 
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L CHILD S THOUGHT OP GOO. 



As if mj tender mother laid 

On mj shut lips her kiseea' pressure, 

Salf-waking me at night, and said 

' ■Who Mased yoa through the dark, dear goesser?' 
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THE CLAIM. 



Gsnr Hate upqn a rock and sighed one day, 

(Sighing ie aU Ker reat) 
' "Wellaway, vellaway, ah wellaway ! ' 
Ab ocean beat the etone, did she her breast, 
' Ah wellaway ! ab me ! alas, ah me ! ' 

Such sighing uttered she. 
n. 
A Cloud spake out of heaven, as soft as iwn 

That &lls on water, — ' Lo. 
' The winds have wandered &oid me ! 1 remain 
Alone in the sky-waste, and cannot go 
To lean my whiteness on the mountun blue 

'fill wanted for more dew. 
m. 
' The sun has struck my brain to weary peace, 

Whereby constrained and pale 
I spin for him a larger golden fleece 
Thsn Jason's, yearning for as full a sail. 
Bweet Grief, when thou bast sighed to tby mind. 

Give me a sigh for wind. 



C.o<,gk 



And let it carry me adown the west.' 

But Love, who prrfstrated 
Lay at Grief a foot, hia lifted eyeB posseBBcd 
Of her fuU image, anawered in her etead ; 
' Now nay, now nay I she shall not give away 
What ia my wealth, for any Cloud that flieth : 

Where Grief makea moan, 

Love claims his own. 
And therefore do I lie here night and day. 
And eke my life out with the breath ahe aigheth.' 
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SONG OP THE B03E. 



Ir ZeuB choBe ua a King of the flowers in tiia mirth. 
He would caU to the rose and would royaUy crown it i 

For the rose, ho, the rose I is the gra.ce of the earth. 
Is the light of the plants that are growing upon it : 

For the roae, bo, the rose I ia the eye of the flowers. 
Is the bluah of the meadows that feel themselves 

Is the lightning of beauty that strikes through the 
bowers 
On pale lovers who sit in the glow unaware. 
Ho, the rose breathes of love ! ho, the roae lifts the cup 

To the red lips of Cypria invoked for a guest ! 
Ho, the rose, having curled its sweet ieiives for the 
world. 
Takes delight in tbe motion its petals keep up, 
As they laugh to the wind as it laughs &om the west 1 
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A DEAD ROSE. 



O BOBB, who dares to name thee ? 
So longer roseate now, nor Boft nor sweet, 
But pale and hard and diy as stubble wheat, — 
Kept seven years in a drawer, thy titles shame thee 

a. 
The breeze that used to blow thee 
Between the hedgerow thorns, and take away 
An odour up the lane to last all day, — 

If breathing now, unsweetened would fo^o thee. 

The eun that used to smite thee, 
A-nd mil his gloiy in thy gorgeous um 
Till beam appeared to bloom, and flower to bum,-^ 
If shining now, with not a hue would light thee. 

The dew that ueed to wet thee. 
And, white first, grow incarnadined because 
It lay upon the© where the crimson was, — 

If dropping now, would darken where it met thee. 
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Tfie fly that 'lit upon thee 
To stretch the tendrils of its tiny feet 
Along thy leafs pore edges after heat, — 
If 'lighting now, would coldly orerrun th«e. 

The bee that once did sack thee, 
And build thy perfumed ambers up his hire. 
And swoon in thee for joy, till scarce alive, — 
If passing now, would blindly overlook thee. 

The heart doth recognise thee. 
Alone, alone 1 the heart doth BtneU thee sweet, 
Doth view thee fair, doth judge thee most complete, 
Perceiving all those changes that disguise thee. 

Tea, and the heart doth owe thee 
More love, dead rose, than to any roses bold 
Which Julia wears at dances, smiling cold : — 

Lie still upon this heart which breaks helow thoe I 
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THE EXILE'S BETUBN. 



Whin from thee, weeping I removed, 

And from raj land for years, 
I thought not to Tetum, Beloved, 
With those same parting tears. 
I come agaiu to hill and lea, 
Weeping for thee, 
n. 
I clasped thine hand when standing last 

TTpon the shore in sight. 
Hie land is gieen, the ehip is fast, 

I shall be there to night. 
1 shall be there — no longer we — 
No more with thee ! 

Had I beheld thee dead and still, 

I might more clearly know 
How heart of thine conld turn as chill 

As hearts by nature bo ; 
How change conld touch the falsehood-free 
And changeless thee. 
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THE EXILE B BXTUBS. 

But, DOW thy fervid looks last^eeen 

Within my soul remain, 
'Tis h&rd to think that they have been. 

To be no more again — 
That I shall vainly wait, ah me I 
A word Arom thee. 

I could not beiv to look upon 
That mound of funeral clay 
Where one sweet roice ia silence— one 

Ethereal brow, decay ; 
Where all thy mortal I may see, 
But nerer thee, 
vt 
Tot thou art where all friends are gone 

Whose parting pain is o'er ; 
^nd I, who love and weep alone. 

Where thou wilt weep no more, 
Weep bitterly and selfishly 
For me, not tJiee. 
Tn. 
I know. Beloved, thou canst not know 

That I endiuv this pain ; 
Por Bain4» in heaven, the Scriptures show. 

Can never grieve again : 
And grief known mine, even there, would tx 
Still shared by thee. 
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" Ha giTath Bli tielaved >la>p."— 7h1« cnril. 2. 

Or all the thoughts of Qod that are 
Borne inward into soqIb a&r. 
Along the Psalmist's tuubic deep, 
Now tell me if that any ie, 
For ffft or grace, Burpaeaiiig this — 
' He giveth His belovSd, sleep '? 



"What would we give to our beloved ? 
The hero's heart to be nnmored, 
The poet's Btar-tuned harp to sweep, 
The patriot's voice to teach and rouse, 
The monarch's crown to light the brows P — 
He giveth His beloved, sleep. 
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What do we give to our beloved ? 

A little faith all uadiaproTed, 

A little dust to ovenreep. 

And bitter memories to make 

The whole earth blasted for our sake : 

He giveth His beloved, sleep. 

IT. 

'Sleep soft, beloved!' we sometimes say, 

Who have no tune to charm away 

Sad dreams that through the eyelids creep : 

Bat never doleful dream again 

Shall break the happy slumber when 

He giveth His beloved, sleep. 

O earth, so full of dreary noises ! 
O men, with wailing in your voices I 
delved gold, the wailers heap ! 
strife, curse, that o'er it Ml ! 
God strikes a silence through you all. 
And giveth His beloved, sleep. 

Hia dews drop mutely on the hill, 
His cloud above it saileth still. 
Though on its slope men sow and reap : 
More softly than the dew is shed, 
Or cloud is floated overhead, 
He giveth His beloved, sleep. 
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THE BLZE7. 
Tn. 

Ay, men may wonder while they Bcan 
A liviag, thiDhing, feeling man 
Confirmed in euch a reBt to keep ; 
But angela say, and through the word 
I think their happy amile is heard — 
' He giveth His beloved, sleep.' 



For me, my heart that erst did go 
Most like a tired child at a show, 
That sees through tears the mummers leap, 
"Wouid now its wearied vision close. 
Would childlike' on His love repoae 
Who giveth His beloved, sleep. 



And friends, dear triends, when it slmll be 
That this low breath is gone from me. 
And round my bier ye come to weep, 
Let One, most loving of you all, 
Say, ' Not a tear must o'er her fall I 
' He giveth Hia belovfid, sleep.' 



THE MEASURE. 



Odd the Creator, with a pulseless hand 
Of uDorigiuated power, hath weighed 
The dust of earth and tears of man in one 
Ueaaure, and by one weight : 
So aaith His holy book. 



Shall we, then, who have isaued &om the duat 
And there return, — shall wo, who toil for duat, 
And wrap our winoiaga in this dusty life. 
Say, 'No more teart. Lord Qodl 
'The measure runneth o'er'? 

* I bsliflvs that the waid ooonn to no other part of tb* 
Hebrew Soiiptana. 



THX UEABTJBX. 



Oh, Holder of the balance, langhest Thou P 
Nay, Lord ! he gentler to our foolisbneBS, 
For Hia sake who assumed our dust and tunu 
Oa Tbee pathetic eyes 
Stni moistened with our tears. 



And teach us, our Father, while we weep, 
To look in patience upon earth and learn — 
"Waiting, in that meek gesture, till at last 
These tearful eyes be filled 
With the dry dust of death. 
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COWPER'S GRATE. 



It is a place where poets crowned may feel the heart's 

decaying;. 
It is a place where happy saints may weep amid their 

praying: 
Tet let the grief and hamblenees aa low as silence 

languish; 
Earth aurely now may give her calm to whom she 

gave her anguieb. 



poets, from a maniac's tongue was poured the death- 
less singing ! 

O Christians, at your cross of hope a hopeless hand 
was clinging 1 

O men, this man in brotherhood your weary paths 
beguiling, 

Qroaned inly while he taught you peace, and died 
while ye were smiling ! 
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And now, what time ye all may read through dimming 
tears his story. 

How discord on the music fell and darkaess on the 
glory, 

And how when, one by one, sweet sounds and wan- 
dering lights departed, 

He wore no less a loving face because bo broken- 
hearted, 



He shall be strong to Banotify the poet's high vocation. 
And bow the meekest Christian down in meeker 

adoration ; 
Not ever shall he be, in praise, by wise or good 

forsaken. 
Named softly aa the household name of one whom God 

hath taken. 



With quiet sadness and no gloom I learn to think 

upon him, 
With meekness that is gratelulness to Qod whose 

heaven hath won him, 
Who suffered once the raadness-cloud to His own love 

to blind him, 
But gently led the blind along where breath and 

bird could find him ; 
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And WTonght within his shftttered brain such quick 

poetic senaes 
Ab hills have langoage for, and stars, honnonious 

inflneucee: 
The pulse of dew upon the grass kept his within its 



And silent shadows from the trees refreshed him like 



Wild timid hares were drawn &om woods to share his 

home-caresses, 
Uplooking to his human eyea with sylvan tendernesses : 
The very world, by Qod'a constraint, &om falsehood's 

ways removing, 
Its women and its men became, beside -him, true and 

loving. 



And though, in blindness, be remained uncouBcioas of 
that guiding. 

And things provided came without the sweet sense of 
providing, 

He testified this solemn truth, while phrenzy deso- 
lated, 

— Nor man nor nature satisfies whom only Gh)dcreated. 
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COVPEB's QSITB. 119 

^^ 

Iiike a sick chUd tbat knoweth aot bia mother while 

she blesses 
And drops upon bis bamiiig brow the coolness of her 

That turns bia fevered eyea around — ' M7 mother 1 

wbere'e my mother ?' — 
As if Buch tender words and deeds could come &om 

any other ! — 

z. 

The fever gone, with leaps of heart he sees her bend- 
ing o'er bim. 

Her fece all pale from watchful loye, the un weary love 
she bore him ! — 

Thus woke the poet from the dream his life's long 
fever gaye him, 

Beneath those deep pathetic Eyes which closed in 
death to save bim. 



Thas P oh, not thui I no type of e&rth can image that 

awaking. 
Wherein be scarcely heard the chant of seraphs, round 

bim breaking. 
Or felt the new immortal throb of soul from body 

parted, 
But felt those eyes alone, and knew, — ' JUy Saviour 1 

not deserted !' 
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xc 

Deserted ! Who hath dreamt that when the cross in 
darkness rested. 

Upon the Yictiin's hidden face no love was mani- 
fested? 

What frantic hands outstretched hare e'er the atoning 
drops arerted ? 

What tears have washed them &om the soul, that one 
should be deserted ? 



Bcmerted ! God could separate from His own essence 

rather ; 
And Adam's sins Juiee swept between the righteous 

Son and Father : 
Tea, once, ImmsQuel's orphaned cry Hia universe hath 

shaken — 
It went up single, ecboless, ' My God, I am forsaken I' 



It went up from the Holy's lips amid TTiin tost creation, - 
That, of the lost, no son should use those words of 

desolation ! 
Tbat earth's worst phrenzies, marring hope, should 

mar not hope's fruition. 
And I, on Cowper's grave, should see his rapture in 
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THE WEAKEST THING. 



Which is the weakest thing of all 

Mine heart can ponder P 
The aim, a little cloud can pall 

With darkneas jonder ? 
The cloud, a little wind can move 

Where'er it listeth V 
The wind, a little leaf above, 

Though sere, reBisteth i* 



What time that yellow leaf was green, 

My days were gladder j 
But now, whatever Spring may mean, 

I must grow sadder. 
Afa me ! a Jeii^with sighs can wring 

M!y lips asunder P 
Then is mine heart the weakest thing 

Itself can ponder. 
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THB WHASEST THUra. 

Yet, Heart, vhen sun and cloud are pined 

And drop together, 
And at a blast which is not wind. 

The foreats wither, 
Thou, from the darkening deathly curse. 

To glory breakeat, — 
The Strangest of the unirexee 

Guarding the weakest I 
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THE PET-NAME. 



'b Dramaae SanM, 



I BATE a name, a little name, 

Uncadenced for tbe ear, 
Unlionoured hj ancestral claim, 
TJnsanctified b^ prayer and psalm 
The solemn font anear. 



It neTer did to pagea wove 

For gay romance belong ; 
It oerer 'dedicate did move 
As ' SacbarisBa,' unto love, 

' Orinda,' unto aong. 

m. 
Though I write hooks, it will be read 

Upon the leaves of none, 
And afterward, when I am dead, 
Will ne'er be graved for sight or tread. 

Across my funeral- stone. 
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THE PlT-KUfE. 



This name, whoever chance to call, 

Perhaps yoai smile ma; win: 
Say, do not smile ! mine ejelida &U 
Over mine eyes and feel witbal 
The sudden tears within. 



Is there a leaf that greenly grawR 
Where summer meadows bloom, 
Bat gathereth the winter suowa 
And changetb to the hue of those, 
If laBting till they come p 



la there a word, or jest, or game. 

But time incrusteth round 
Wifh sad associate thoughts the same ? 
And BO to me my very name 

AssumeB a mournful sound. 



My brother gave that name to me 
When we were children twab. 
When names acquired baptismally 
Were hard to utter, as to see 
That life had any pain. 
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THE PET-NAUX. 



No ebade was on ua then, save one 

Of cheBtnuta irom the hill ; 
And througli the word our laugh did run 
As part thereof: the mirth being done, 

He callB me hj it Htill. 



Nay, do not smile ! I hear ia it 

What none of you can hear, — 
The talk upon the villow aeat, 
The bird and wind that did repeat 
Around, onr human cheer. 



I hear the birthday's noisy bliaa. 

My BiBtera' woodland glee. 
My father's praise, I did not tbiss. 
When stooping down he cored to kiss 
The poet at his knee, — 



And voices which, to name me, aye 

Their tenderest tones were keeping — 
To some I never more can say 
An answer till God wipes away 
In heaven these drops of weeping. 
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My name to me a aadneBS wears : 
No murmuTB crosa (ny mind — 
Now Qod be thanked for these thick te 
"WHch show, of those departed years. 
Sweet memories left behind. 



Now Odd be thanked for years enwrought 

Witb loTe which softens yet : 
Now Ood be thanked for every thought 
Which is so tender it has caught 

Earth's guerdon of regret. 



Earth aaddeDB, never shall remove 

Affectiona purely given ; 
And e'en that mortal grief shall prove 
The immortality of lov^ 
And heighten it with Heaven. 
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THE MOTJRNING MOTHEK. 



Dost thoa weep, mourning mother. 

For thy blind boy in grave P 
That no more with each other. 

Sweet counsel ye can have ? 
That he, left dark by nature, . 

Can neter more be led 
By thee, maternal creature. 

Along smooth paths instead? 
That thou canat no more show him 

The sunshine, by the heat ; 
The river's silver flowing. 

By murrnDTs at his feet P 
The foliage, by its coolness ; 

Ihe rosea, by their smell ; 
And all creation's fulness. 

By Love's invisible ? 
Weepest thou to behold not 

His meek blind eyes again, — 
Closed doorways which were foldei, 

And prayed against in vain — 
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THE UOUESIKO IIOTHEB. 

And imdef which, sate smiling 

The child-moath evennore. 
As one who watcheth, wiling 

The time b^, at & door F 
And weepest thoa to feel not 

His clinging hand on thine— 
Which now, at dream-time, will not 

ItB cold touch dieentvine P 
And weepest thou still ofter. 

Oh, never more to mark 
His low Bofb words, made softer 

By speaking in the dark P 
Weep on, thou mourning mother I 



But since to him when living, 

I^ou waat both eun and moon. 
Look o'er bis grave, surviving. 

From a high sphere alone : 
Sustain that exaltation. 

Expand that tender Hgbl^ 
And hold in motber-passiou 

Thy Blessed in thy sight. 
See how he went out straightway 

From the dark world he knew, — 
No twilight in the gateway 

To mediate 'twiit the two, — 
Into the sudden glory. 

Out of the dark he trod. 
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Departing from before thee 

At once to light and God ! — 
For the first &ce, beholding 

The Christ's in its dirine, 
For the first place, the golden 

And tidelesB hyaliBO, 
With trees at lasting summer 

That rock to songful sound, 
While angels the new-comer 

Wrap a still smile around. 
Oh, in the blessed pealm now. 

His happy voice he tries, 
Spreading a thicker palm-bougb, 

Than others, o'er bis eyes! 
Yet still, in all the singing, 

Thinks haply of thy song 
Which, in his life's first sprioging, 

Sang to him all night long; 
And wishes it beside him, 

With kissing lips that cool 
And soft did overglide him. 

To make the Bweetness full. 
Look up, O mourning motberl 

Thy blind boy walks in light : 
Ye w(ut for one another 

Before God's infinite. 
But thou art now the darkest, 

Thou mother left below — 
Thou, the sole blind, — thou markest, 

TDI.ai. K 

,. r.„,gic 



Content that it be io,— 
Until je two have meeting 

Where Heaven's pearl>gat« ia, 
A.nd he shall lead thy feet in, 

Aa once thou leddest Mi. 
Wait on, then mourning mother I 
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A VALEDiariON. 



God be with thee, my beloved, — Gob be with thee ! 

Else alone tboa goest forth, 

Thy face tmto the north, 
Moor and pleasance all luvund thee and beneath thee 

Looking equal in one snour ; 

While I who try to reach thee, 

Vainly follow, vainly follow 

With the farewell and the hollo. 

And cannot reach thee so. 

Alae, I can but teach thee! 
Gor be with thee, my beloved, — Gon be with thee ! 



Can I teach thee, my beloved, — can I teach thee P 

If I aaid, * Go left or right,' 

Iht coansel would be ligbt. 
The wisdom, poor of all that could enrich thee; 

My right would show like left ; 
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My raiamg vottld depresB thee, 
My choice of light would blind thee, 
Of way, would Imtb behind thee, 
Of end, would leave bereft. 
AlsB, I can but bless thee 1 
May QoD teach thee, mybeloved; — may God teach tfaee ! 



Can I blese thee, my beloved, — can I bleas thee? 

What blessing word can I 

Prom mine own tears keep diy ? 
What flowers grow in my field wherewith to dress thee P 

My good reverts to ill ; 

My calmnesses would move thee. 

My softnesses would prick thee. 

My bindings up would break thee, 

My crownings, curae and kill. 

Alas, I can but love thee I 
May God bless thee, my beloved, — may God bless thee! 



Cmi I love thee, my beloved,— can I love tbee P ■ 

And is iki» like love, to stand 

With no help in my hand, 
When Btrong as death 1 fain would watch above thee P 

My love-kiss can deny 
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No tear that fklls beneatli it ; 
Mine oath of love can swear thee 
Vrom no ill that comes near thee, 
And thou diest while I breathe it, 
And J— I can but die ! 
May God lore tbee, my belov&l, — may Qod love thee 1 
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LESSONS PBOM THE GOESE. 



MorifTAnf gorsea. ever-golden. 
Cankered not the whole year long 1 
Do ye teach us to be Btroug, 
Howsoever pricked and holden 
Like your thorny blooms, and so 
Trodden on by rain and snow, 
Up the hill-side of this Efe, as bleak as where ye grow ? 



Mountain blossoms, shining blossoms, 
Do ye teach ua to be glad 
When no summer can be had. 
Blooming in our inward bosoms? 
Ye, whom God preserveth still. 
Set as lights upon a hill, 
Tokens to the wintry earth that Beauty liveth still ! 






LEBBOKS ZB03I THE OOBSE. 185 

Moimtain goreee, do ye teacli us 
From that academic chair 
Canopied with azure air, 
[Diat the wisest vord man reaches 
Is the humblest he can speak P 
Ye, vho live on mountain peak, 
Tet lire low along the ground, beside the grasHes meek [ 



Mountain gorses, since Linnfeus 
Ejnelt beside jou on the sod, 
For your beauty thanking God, — 
For your teaching, ye should see us 
Bowing in prostration new ! 
Whence arisen, — if one or two 
Drops be on our cheeks — world, they are not tears 
but dew. 
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THE LADY'S Xm. 



' Tea,' I tmBwered you laat night ; 

'No,' this monUDg, sir, I eayi 
Colours Been by candle-light 

Will not look the same by day. 



When the viols played their best, 
LunpB nboTO and laughs below, 

Love ma sounded like a jest. 
Fit for yea or &t for na. 

Call me false or call me &ee, 

Tow, whatever light may shine,— 
No man on your face shall see 

Any grief for change on mine, 
rv. 
Yet the sin is on us both ; 

Time to dance ia not to woo ; 
Wooing light makes fickle troth, 

Scorn of me recoils on you. 
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Learn to win a lady's faith 
ISohly, as the thing is high, 

Bravely, as for life and death, 
With a loyal graTity. 



Xiead her from the featire boards. 
Point her to the starry skiee ; 

Chiard her, by your truthfiil words 
Pnre from courtehip's flatteriea. 

VIL 

By your tmth she shall be tme. 
Ever tme, as wives of yore ; 

And her j/et, once -said to yon, 
Shali. be Yes for er^more. 
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A WOMAN'S SHOHT0OM1NG8. 



She has laughed ae softly aa if ahe sighed. 

She has counted six, and over, 
Of a purse well filled, and a heart well tried — 

Oh, each a worthy lover ! 
They ' give her time ; ' for her soul must slip 

Where the world has set the grooving : 
She will lie to none with her fair red lip — 

But love seeks truer luving. 



She trembles her fan in a sweetness dumb, 

Aa her thoughts were beyond recalling, 
With a glance for one, and a glance for some. 

From her eyelids rising and falling ; 
Speaks common words with a blushful air, 

Hears bold words, nnreproving ; 
But her silence says — what she never will swear — 

And love seeks better loving. 
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A WOUAK'S eHOBl'COMIHSfl. 

m. 
Go, lady, lean to the night-guitar 

And drop a smile to the bringer, 
Then smile aa sweetly, when he is far, 

At the voice of an in-door singer. 
Bask tenderly beneath tender eyes ; 

Olance lightly, on their remoTing ; 
And join new vows to old peijuriea — 

But dare not call it loving. 



Unless yon can think, when the song is done. 

So other is soft in the rhythm ; 
Unless you can feel, when left by One, 

That all men else go with him ; 
Unless you can know, when unpraised by his breath. 

That your beauty itself wants proving ; 
Unless you can awear, ' For life, for death !' — 

Oh, fear to call it loving ! 



Unless you can muae in a crowd all day. 

On the absent face that fixed you ; 
Unless you can lore, ae the angels may, 

"With the breadth of heaven betwixt you ; 
Unless you can dream that his faith ia fast, 

Through behoving and unbehoving ; 
Unless you can die when the dream is past — 

Oh, never call it loving ! 



■ . ■Google 



A UAWS KEQUIfiEMENTa 



LoTX me, Sweet, with all thoa art. 
Feeling, thinking, seeing ; 

Lore me in the lightest part, 
Love me in full being. 



Love me with thine open youth 
In its frank snirender ; 

With the vowing of thy month, 
With ita silence tender. 



Love me with thine azure eyea, 
Made for eameet granting ; 

Taking colour &om the ekiea, 
Can Heaven's truth be wanting ? 






A. MAH B BKqniBElTEKTa. 
IV. 

Love me with ttieir lida, that foil 
Snow-like at first meeting ; 

Love me with thine heart, that all 
INeigbboura then see beating. 



Lots me with thine hand stretched out 

Freely — open-minded : 
Love me with thy loitering foot, — 

Hearing one behind it. 



Love me with thy voice, that turns 

Sudden &int above me ; 
Love me with thy blush that bums 

When I murmur, Love me 1 



Lore me with tby thinking sonl. 

Break it to love-aighing ; 
Love me with thy thoughts that roll 

On through living — dying. 



L^ove me in thy gorgeous airs. 

When the world has crowned thee; 

Lore me, kneeling at thy prayers. 
With the angels round thee. 
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Lore me pure, aa muaera do, 

Up the woodlands shady : 
Lore me gaUy, fast and trae, 

As a winsome lady. 

Throng all hopes that keep ub brave, 

Further off or nigher, 
Lore me for the house and grfwa. 

And for something higher. 



Thus, if thou wilt prove me, Deax 
"Woman's love no fahle, 

J vill love thee — half a year — 
As a man is ahle. 



,l,;edj,GOOglC 



A YEAR'S SPINNING. 



Hs listened at the porch that Aaj, 
To hear the wheel go on, and on j 

And then it atopped, ran back away, 

While through the door he brought the sun. 
But now mj epinning is all done. 



He sate beside me, with an oath 
That love ne'er ended, once begun : 

I smiled — ^believing for us both, 
What was the tmth for only one. 
And now my spinning is all done. . 

m. 

My mother cursed me that I heard 
A young man's wooing as I spun : 

Thanks, cruel mother, for that word, — 
For I have, since, a harder known 1 
And now my spinning ie all done. 
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I thought — O God ! — my first-bom'fi cry 
Both roicoB to mine ear would diown : 

I listened in mine agony — 
It was the tilenee made me groan [ 
And now my spinning is all done. 



Boiy me 'twixt my mother's grave, 
(Who cursed me on her death-bed lone) 

And my dead baby's (God it save I) 
Who, not to bless me, would not moan. 
And now my spiuniug is all done. 



A stone upon my heart and head. 
But no name written on the stone ! 

Sweet neighbours, whisper low inatead, 
' This sinner was a loving one — 
And now her spinning is all done.* 



And let the door ajar remain. 
In case he should pass by anon ; 

Jud leave the wheel out very plain, — 
That HE, when passing in the son. 
May see the spiimiiig ia all done. 
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CHANGE UPON GEANaE. 



FiTx months ago, the Btream did flow. 
The lilies bloomed within the sedge. 

And we were lingering to and fro, 

Where none will track thee in this snow, 
Along the stream, beside the hedge. 

Ah, Sweet, be free to love and go ! 
VoT if 1 do not hear thy foot. 
The frozen river is as mate, 
The flowers have dried down to the root : 
And why, since these be chajiged since Maj, 
Shooldst thou change less than th^ t 



And alow, dow as the winter snow. 

The team have drifled to mine eyes ; 
And my poor cheeks, fire months ago 
Set blnehing at thy praises so, 
Pat paleness on for a disguise, 
vo^m. 

t '.1 



Ab, Sweet, be free to prsiee and go I 
For if my fHce is turned too pale, 
It was thine oath that first did &il,— 
It was thy love proved false and frail; 
And why, since these be cbanged enow. 
Should / change less than thoa ? 
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I BTAXB by the river where both of ua stood, 
And there is but one shadow to darken the flood ; 
And the path leadiug to it, where both used to pass, 
Has the step but of one, to take dew from the grass, — 
One forlorn since that day. 



The flowers of the margin are many to see ; 
None stoops at my bidding to pluck them for me. 
The bird in the alder sings loudly and long, — 
M7 low sound of weeping disturbs not bis song. 

As thy TOW did, that day. 



I stand by the river, I think of the tow ; 
Oh, calm as the place is, vow-breaker, be thou ! 
I leave the flower growing, the bird unreproved ; 
Would I trouble ihee rather than them, my beloved,- 
And my lover that day P 
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THAT D1.T. 



Oo, be sure of mj lore, hj that treaaon forgiven ; 
Of my prayers, by the bleBsingB they win thee from 

Heaven; 
Of my grief — (guess the length of the sword by the 

sheath's) 
By the tUence of life, more pathetic than death's 1 

Go, — be clear of that day 1 
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I AH no trumpet, but a reed ; 

1^0 flattering breath shall from me lead 

A silver sound, a hollow BOimd: 
I will not ring, for priest or king, 
One blast that in re-echoing 

Would leave a bondsman faster bound. 

n. 
I am no trumpet, but a reed, — 
A broken reed, the wind indeed 

Left flat upon a dismal shore ; 
Yet if a little maid or child 
Should fligh within it, eameBt-mild 

This reed will answer evermore. 

I am no trumpet, but a reed ; 
Oro, tell the fishers, aa they spread 

Their nets along the river's edge, 
I win not tear their nets at all. 
Not pierce their hands, if thej should fall : 

Then let them leave me in the sedge. 



THE DEAD PAN. 



Bxmtud b^ Hohillor'i ' OtUUr SriMbanluidi,' ud pullj founded od ■ 
mU-knowii dadition mentioned m • beeCiia of Hatuch (' De OrmcoloraiD 
Pafectn'), fteoerdinf to vhich, tt the hour of tike BftTionr't ■^nj, ftcrj 
of ' Onu Pin i> dsid I ' iwept meram tbe «•«■ in th* tmring of osrteii 
EoeHasn, — vid tbe oreolee oeeead. 

It ii is ill lanendon to the mnnorj of the deethlcB BcUDer, tint I op- 
poee B dootrins Btni mora diEiumoanEg to pootrj thkn to ChrktiULitJ. 

Ai Ht. Kenjon'g graoeftd tnd lukTmonJODH puViphreee of the OariDftT 
poem vH tiu flret oocftdon of the taming of my dion^ta in thit direotlDD 

other gronnde) bf imcnbinfr mj Ijrio to that deer Meod and rtletive 
with the eemsttflHB of ftppreoiktiiig sataem ea woU iia i^ ttteetumtX* gt& 
titndB. ISM. 



doss of Hellas, goda of Hellas, 
Can ye listen in joar silence P 
Csn 70UF mystic voices tell us 
Where ye hide ? In floating islands. 
With a wind that evermore 
Keeps you out of sight of shore ? 

Pan, Fan is dead. 



lo what rerels are ye luuken, 

In old .Ethiopia ? 

Have the Pygmies made you drunken, 

Bathing in maudrngora 
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THE DEAD PAS. 

Your divine pale lipa, that ahiTer 
Like the lotus in tha river f 

Pan, Pan is deed. 



Do ye Hit there still in slumber, 
In gigantic Alpine rows P 
The black poppies out of number 
Nodding, dripping from your brows 
To the red lees of your wine, 
And so kept alive and fine ? 

Fan, Pan is dead. 

Or lie crushed your stagnant corses 
Where the silver spheres roll on. 
Stung to life by centric forces 
Thrown like rays out from the sunP — 
While the smoke of your old altars 
la the shroud that round you welters ? 
O^reat Pan is dead. 



' Oods of Hellas, gods of Hellas ' 
Said the old Hellenic tongue, — 
Said the hero-oaths, as well as 
Poets' songs the sweetest sung : 
Have ye grown deaf in a day ? 
Can ye Bpoak not yea or nay. 

Since Pan is 






TEX DSUI FAK. 



Do je leave your rivers flowing , 
All alone, Kaiades, 
While your drenched locks diy dow in 
This cold feeble sun and breeze ? 
Not a word the Naiads say. 
Though the rirers run for aye ; 

For Pan is dead. 



From the gloaming of the oak-wood, 
O ye Dryads, could ye flee ? 
At the rushing thunderstroke, would 
No sob tremble through the tree P 
Not a word the Dryads say, 
Though the forests wave for aye ; 

For Fan is dead. 



Have ye left the mountain places 
Oreads wild, for other tryst P 
Shall we see no sadden faces 
Strike a glory through the miat ? 
Not a sound the silence thrills 
Of the everlasting hilla : 

Pan, Pan is dead. 
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twelve gods of Flato'a vision, 
Cromied to Btsxry wanderings. 
With your cbariots in procession. 
And youi silver clash of wings I 
Very palB ye seem to rise. 
Ghosts of Grecian deities. 

Now Pan is dead ! 



Jove, that right hand is unloaded. 
Whence the thunder did prevail. 
While in idiocy of godhead 
Thou art staring the stars pale I 
And thine eagle, blind aud old, 
Houghs his feathers in the cold. 

Fan, Pau is di 



Where, O Juno, is the glory 
Of thy regal look aud tread ? 
Will they lay, for evermore, thee. 
On thy dim, straight, golden bed f 
Will thy queendom all lie hid 
Meekly under either lid ? 

Pau, Fan is dead. 






THB DEAD PAK. 



Ua, Apollo I floats hie golden 
Hair aU mist-like where he stands, 
Wliile the Muses hang enfolding 
Enee and foot with faint wild bands? 
'Neath the clanging of thy bow, 
Niobe looked lost as thou ! 

Pan, Fan is dead. 



Shall the casque with its brown iron, 
Pallas' broad blue eyes, eclipse, 
And no hero take inspiring 
From the god-Greek of her lipsP 
'Neath her olive dost thou sit, 
Mara the mighty, cursing it ? 

Pan, Pan is dead. 



Bacchus, Bacchus ! on the panther 
He swoons, bound with bis own Tines ; 
And his Mnnada slowly saunter. 
Head aside, among the pines. 
While they murmur dreamingly, 
' Erohe — ah— STohe — ! 

Ai, Pan is dead!' 
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Neptune lies beside the trideat, 
Bull iiud seneelees as a atone ; 
And old Pluto deaf and silent 
Ib cast out into the sun : 

Geres smiletfa stem thereat, 
' We all now are desolate 

Mow Pan is 



Aphrodite I dead and driven 
As thy natire foam, thou art ; 
With the cestuB long done heaving 
On the white calm of thine heart I 
^ Adonitl at that shriek, 
Not a tear runs down her oheek — 

P^n, Pan is dead. 



And the Loves, we used to know Iroin 
One another, huddled lie, 
Frore as taken iu a snow-storm, 
Close beside her tenderly j 
As if each had weakly tried 
Once to kiss her as he died. 

Fan, Pan is dead. 



THS DKAD PAjr. 



What, and Hermes P Time entlirelletb . 
All thy cumiiiig, HermeB, thus. 
And the ivy blindly crawleth 
Bound thy brave cadnceus P 
Hast thoa no new message for us, 
Full of thunder and Jove-glories ? 

Kay, Fan is dead. 



CrownSd Cybele's great torret 
Bocks and crumbles on her head; 
Boar tbe lions of her chariot 
Toward the wilderness, unfed: 
Scornful children are not mute, — 
' Mother, mother, walk afoot 

Since Fan ia dead I* 



In the fiery>hearted centre 
Of the solemn universe. 
Ancient Vesta, — who coold enter 
To consume thee with this curse ? 
Drop thy gray chin on thy knee, 
O thou palsied Mystery I 

For Fan is dea 



THE SSAJ) PAK, 



Qoda, we vainly do adjure yon, — 
Ye return Dor voice Dor sign 1 
Not a votary could Becore you 
Eren a grave for your Divine : 
Xot a grave, to ekaw tbereby, 
Sort ihetegrey oidgodt do lie. 

Pan, Fan is dead. 



Even that Greece who took your wages, 

Calls the obolue outworn ; 

And the hoarse deep-throated agea 

Laugh your godships nnto scorn ; 

And the poets do disclaim yon. 

Or grow colder if they name you — 

And Fan is dead. 



Ckids bCTeavSd, gods belated. 
With your purples rent asunder 1 
Gods discrowned and desecrated. 
Disinherited of thunder I 
Now, the goats may climb and crop 
The soft grass on Ida's top — 

!Now, Fan b dead. 






THE SXAI> ?AS. 



Calm, of old, the bark went onward, 
When a cry more loud than wind, 
Bose up, deepened, and Bwept Bunward, 
From the piled Dark behind ; 
And the aun ehrauk and giew pale. 
Breathed against by the great, wail — 

' Pan, Fan is dead.' 



And the rowers from the benches 
Fell, each Bbuddering on his face, 
While departing Influences 
Struck a cold back through the place ; 
And the shadow of the ahip 
Beeled along the passive deep — 

' Pan, Pan is dead.' 



And that dismal cry rose slowly 
And sank alowlf through the air, 

Full of spirit's melancholy 

And etemity'a despair I 

And they heard the words it said— 

Pi.K 18 DEAD — QBBA.T PaIT IS DEAD — 

PAif, Pas is dead. 
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THE SXAS SAX. 



'Twos tbe hour when One in Sion 
Hung for love's sake on a crosB ; 
Wben Hia brow was chill with dying. 
And His soul was faint with leas ; 
When Hie priestly blood dropped downward, 
And Hia kingly eiyes looked throneward — 
Then, Fan was dead. 



By the love He stood alone in, 
His sole Godhead rose complete, 
And the fake gods fell down moaning, 
Each from off bis golden seat ; 
All the &lBe gods with a cry 
Bendered up their deity — 

Fen, Fan was dead. 



Wailing wide across the islands, 
They rent, rest-like, their Dirine ; 
And a darkness and a silence 
Quenched the light of every shrine ; 
And Dodona's oak swang lonely 
Ueuceforth, to the tempest only, 

Pan, Fan was decuj. 



t;„,gic 



THK SXAJ) FAR. 
XXX. 

Pythia staggered, feeling o'er her 
Her lost god'a foniaking look; 
Straight her e^eballa filmed with horror. 
And her crispy fiUeta shook, 
And her lips gasped through their foam. 
For a word that did not come. 

Pan, Pan was dead. 



O ye vain false gods of Hellas, 
Te are silent evermore I 
And I dash down this old chalice 
"Whence libations ran of yore. 
See, the wine crawls in the dust 
Wormlike — as your glories must, 

Since Pan is dead, 



Get to dost, as common mort^ 
By a common doom and track I 
Let no Schiller from the portals 
Of that Hades call you back, 
Or instruct us to weep all 
At your antique funeral. 

Pan, Pan is dead. 
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TttE DEAD PAIT. 

Bj your beauty, which confeaees 
Some chief Beauty conquering you, — 
By our grand heroic guessea 
Through your falsehood at the True, — 
We will weep not I earth ehall roll 
Heir to each god'a aureole — 

And Pan is dead. 



Earth outgrowa the mythic fivuciee 
Sung beside her in her youth. 
And tiioae debonair romances 
Bound hut dull beside the truth. 
Phrehua' chariofr^ourBe is run : 
Look up, poeta, bo the aun ! 

Pan, Pan la dead. 



Chriat hath sent ua down the angels ; 

And the whole earth and the skies 

Are illumed by altar- candlea 

Lit for bleBB§d myateries ; 

Aiid a Priest's hand through creation 

Wavetb calm and consecration : 

And Pan ia dead. 
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THE DEAD PAS. 

Truth is fair : Bhould we foigo it ? 
Can we sigh rigbt for a wrong ? 
God Limself is the beet Foet, 
Aad tbe Beal is His song. 
Sing His truth out fair and full. 
And secure Hb beautiful. 

Let Pan be dead. 



Truth K lai^e: our aspiration 
Scarce embraces half we be. 
Shame, to stand in His creatioD 
And doubt truth's sufficiency ! — 
To think God's aong unexoelling 
The poor talea of our own telling — 

When Fan is dead! 



What is true and just and boneetj 
What is lovely, what is pure, 
All of praise that hath admouisht, 
AH of Tirtue, shall endure ; 
These are themes for poets' uses, 
Stirring nobler than the Museai 

ISre Pan was dead. 






THE DEAJl PAS. 

O braTe poets, keep back nothing, 
Nor mix falsehood with tbe wbole ; 
Look up Godward ; speak the truth in 
Worthy song Irom earnest houI : 
Hold, in high poetic duty, 
Truest Truth the fairest Beauty I 

Pan, Pan is dead. 
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A CHILD'S GBAVE AT FLOEENCE. 



Ot English blood, of Tuscan birth, 

What country should we give her ? 
Instead of any on the earth, 
The cmc Heavens receive her. 



And here among the English tombs 
In Tuscan ground we lay her. 

While the blue Tuscan sky endomes 
Our English words of prayer. 

A little child I — how long she lived. 
By months, not years, is reckoned : 

Bom in one July, she survived 
Alone to see a second. 
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D B OKA.TB AT 



Bright-featured, ae the July saa 
Her little face still played in, 

And BpIendouTs, with her birth began, 
Had hod no time for fading. 



So, Lilt, fi^m those July hourfl, 
No wonder we Bhonld call ber; 
She looked such kinabip to the flowers. 

Was but a little taller. 



A Tuscan Lily, — only white. 
As Dante, in abhorrence 

Of,red corruption, wished aright 
The lUies of his Florence. 



We could not wish her whiter,~her 
Who perfumed with pure blosBom 

The bonae — a lovely thing to wear 
Upon a mother's bosom I 



This July creature thought perhaps 
Our speech not worth asBuming; 

She sate upon her parents' laps 
And mimicked the gnat'H humming; 



A CHILD S OBJLTB AT FLOBKKOB. 

Said ' father,' ' tOother ' — then left off, 
For tongues celestial, fitter : 

Her hiur h&d growu just long enongh 
To catch heaven's jaaper-glitter. 



Babes ! Lore could always liear uid si 
Behind the clond that hid tbem. 

' Let little children come to Me, 
And do not tbon forbid tbem.' 



So, nnforbidding, have we met, 
And gently here have laid ber. 

Though winter is no time to get 
Tbe flowers that should o'er-epread ber: 



We should bring panaies quick witb spring, 

Bose, Tiolet, daffodilly, 
And also, above eveiything, 

White lilioB for our Lily. 



Nay, more than flowers, this grave esacts,— 

Olad, grateful attestations 
Of her sweet eyes and pretty acts, 

With calm renuncintiona. 
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A child's grate at FLOBSD'OS. 

Her very mother with light feet 
Should leave the place too earthy, 

Saying, ' The angels have thee, Sweet, 
Because we we not worthy.' 



But winter kills the orange-buds. 
The gardens in the &ost are. 

And all the heart diasolveB in flooda. 
Remembering we have lost her. 



Poor earth, poor heart, — too weak, too weak 

To miss the July shining I 
Poor heart ! — what bitter words we speak 

When Qod speaks of resigning 1 

Sustain this heart in us that faints, 

T\ioa. God, the self-existent ! 
We catch up wild at parting saints 

And feel Thy heaven too distant. 



The wind that swept them out of sin. 
Has ruffled all our vesture : 

On the shut door that let them in, 
We beat with frantic gesture, — 
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L68 A CHILD 8 OEATB AT W-OaEKOE. 

To UB, UB also, open Btmight I 

The outer life ia chilly ; 
Are we too, like the eiirth, to wait 

Till next vear for our Lily P 



— Oh, my own bahy on my knees 
My lenping, dimpled treuure. 

At every word I write like these, 

Clnsped cloBO with stronger presBure 1 



Too well my own heart understanda.-— 

At every word beats fuller — 
My little feet, my little bands, 

And hair of Lily'B colour 1 

zzn. 

But God gives patience. Love learns strength, 

And Faith remembers promise. 
And Hope itself can smile at length 

On other hopes gone from ua. 



Iiove, strong as Death, shall conquer Death, - 
Through struggle, made more glorious : 

This mother stills her sobbing breath, 
Benouncing yet victorious. 
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L CBILS B GSATE AT FLOKENCE. 



Anns, empty of her child, she lifts 
"With spirit nnbereaven, — 

* God will not all take back His gifts ; 
Mj Lily's mine in heaven. 



' Still mine ! maternal rights serene 

!Not given to another ! 
The crystal bnrs shine faint between 

The sonls of child and mother. 

' Meanwhile,' the mother cries, ' content I 

Our love was well divided ; 
Its sweetness following where she went. 

Its anguish stayed where I did. 



* Well done of God, to halve the lot, 
And give her all the sweetnees ; 

To ns, the empty room and cot, — 
To her, the Heaven's completeness. 



' To ns, this grave, — to her, the rows 
The mystic palm-trees spring in; 

To us, the silence in the house, — 
To her, the choral singing. 
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A child's OBA.TX AT FLOBESCB. 



' For her, to gladden in God'a vii 
For us, to hope and bear on. 

Grow, Lily, in thy garden new. 
Beside the Bose of Sharon ! 



' Grow fast in heaven, sweet Lily dipped. 
In lore more calm than this ia. 

And may the angela dewy-lipped 
Bemind thee of our kisses ! 



' WhUe none shall tell thee of our tears, 
These human tears now falling, 

Till, after a few patient yeara, 
One home shall take ub all in. 



' Child, father, mother — who, left out P 
Not mother, and not father I 

And when, our dying couch about, 
The natural mists shall gather, 

zxxm. 
'Some smiling angel close shall stand 

In old Gorreggio's fashion, 
And bear a Lilt in his hand. 

For death's AKSUifciATiOH.' 
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CATARINA TO CAMOENS; 



Ob the door you will not enter, 

I hare gazed too long : adiou ! 
Hope withdraws her peradventare ; 
Death is near me, — and not you. 
Come, O lover, 
Close and cover 
These poor eyes, yon called, I ween, 
'Sweetest eyes, were ever seen I' 



"WTien I heard you sing that burden 

In my vernal days and bowers, 
Other praises disregarding, 
I but barkened that of yours — 
Only saying 
In heart-playing, 
' Blessed eyes mine eyes have been, 
IT the sweetest, Hia have seen!' ' 



r.„,gic 



OATABINA TO OAUOBRS. 



But all chongeH. At this vesper, 

Cold the Bim ebiuea down the door. 
If you atood there, would you wbiaper 
' Love, I loTO yon,' as before, — 
Death perrading 
Now, and shading 
Eyes you sang of, that yestreen, 
Ab the sweetest ever aeen f 



"Yes. I think, were you beside them, 

Near the bed I die upon, 
Though their beauty you denied them, 
Aa you etood there, looking down. 
Ton would truly 
Call them duly, 
For the love's sake found therein, 
' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen.* 



And if you looked down upon them, 

And if they looked up to you. 
All the light which has foregone them 
"Would be gathered back anew : 
They would truly 
Be OS duly 
Love-trausformed to beauty's sheeiij 
' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen.' 



CATASQTA. TO CAMOXSS. 



But, nh me E you only see me, 

In your thoughts of laving man. 
Smiling soft perhaps and dieamy 
l^irough the wavings of mj &d ; 
And unweeting 
Go repeating, 
In your reverie serene, 
' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen—' 



While my spirit leans and leashee 

Erom my body still and pale, 

Earn to hear what tender speech is 

In your lore to help my Vale. 

my poet. 

Come and show it 1 

Come, of latest love, to glean 

' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen.' 



my poet, O my prophet. 

When you praised their aweetneaa so, 
Did you think, in singing of it, 
That it might be near to go P 
Had yon fiucies 
From their glances, 
l^t the grave would quickly screen 
'Sweetest eyes, were erer seenp' 
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Ho reply. The fountain's warble 
In the courtyard sounds alone. 
As the water to the marble 
So my heart falls with a moan 
From lore-Bighing 
To this dying. 
Death forerunneth Love to win 
' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen.' 



Will you come P "When I'm departed 
Where all sweetnesses are hid, 

Where thy voice, my tender-hearted, 
Will not lift up either lid. 
Cry, lover, 

Ciy, beneath the cypress green, 
' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen I' 



Wlien the angelus is ringing, 

Hear the convent will you walk, 
And recall the choiiil singing 

Which brought angels down our talk ? 
Spirit-shriven 
I viewed Heaven, 
!nil you smiled — ' Is earth unclean, 
* Sweetest eyea, were ever seen P' 
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OATABISA TO CAllOSIiS. 



Wlieii beneath the palace-lattice 

Ton ride slow as you haye done. 
And you see a face there, that Ib 
Not the old familiar one, — 
Will you oftly 
Murmnr softly, 
' Here ye watched me mom and e'en. 
Sweetest tyea, were ever seent' 



When the palace-ladies, sitting 

Bound your gittem, shall have said, 
' Poet, eiug those verses written 
For the lady who is dead,' 
WUl you tremble 
Tet dissemble, — 
Or sing hoarse, with tears between, 
it eyes, were ever seen V 



' Sweetest eyes t' how sweet m flowinga 

The repeated cadence is 1 
Though you sang a hundred poetas. 
Still the best one would he this. 
I can hear it 
'Twiit my spirit 
And the earth-noise intervene — 
' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen I' 
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CATAB,INX TO C1.U0XHS. 

But the priest waits for the praying. 
And the choir are on their tneea. 
And the aoul must pass away in 
Strains more solemn-high than these. 
Jfiforere 
For the weary 1 
Oh, DO longer for Gatnne 
' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen I ' 

Keep my riband, take and keep it, 

(I have looeed it from my hair}* 

Feeling, while you overweep it, 

Not alone in your deBpair, 

Since with saintly 

"Watch onfaLutly 

Out of heareu shall o'er you lean 

' Sweetest eyes, were ever aeen.' 

But — but note — yet uniemoved 

Up to heaven, they glisten fast ; 
You may caat away, Beloved, 
In your future all my past : 
Such old phrases 
May be praisoB 
For some fairer bosom-queen — 
'Sweetest eyes, were ever seen I' 
* Bbt 1«& him the ribuid from her hair. 



catabika to camoekb. 

ivm. 
Eyes of mine, what are ye doing P 

Futhless, faithless, — praised amiBt 
If a tear be of your showing, 
Dropt for any hope of his I 
Death has boldness 
Besides coldnesB, 
If unwortby tears demean 
' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen.' 

xtx. 

I will look out to his future ; 
I will bless it till it shine. 
Should he ever be a suitor 
Unto sweeter eyes than mine, 
Sunshine gild them, 
Angels shield them, 
"Whatsoever eyes terrene 
So the sweetest his have seen I 
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LIFE AND LOVE. 



Fast this Life of mine was dying, 

Blind already and calm as death, 
Snowflakes on her bosom lying 

Scarcely heaving with her breath. 

Lote cucne by, and having known her 

In a dream of tabled lands, 
Glently stooped, and laid upon her 

Myatic chrii'm of holy hands ; 

Drew his smile across her folded 
Eyelids, as the swallow dips ; 

Breathed aa finely aa the cold did, 
Through the locking of her lips. 

IT. 

So, when Life looked upward, being 
Warmed and breathed on from above. 

What sight coold she have for seeing, 
Evermore . . . but only Lots t 



r.„,gic 



Wk have met !ale — it is too late to meet, 

O friend, not more than friend I 
Death's forecome Bbroud is tangled round my feet. 
And if I step or atir, I touch the end. 

In this last jeopardy 
. Can I approach thee, I, who cannot move ? 
How shall I answer thy request for loye ? 

Look in my face and see. 

I love thee not, I dare not love thee ! go 

In silence; drop my hand. 
If thou Beek rosea, seek them where they blow 
In garden-alleys, not in desert-sand. 

Can life and death agree, 
That thou shouldst stoop thy song to my complaint P 
I cannot love thee. If the word ia feint, 

Look in my face and see. 
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1 might have loved thee in some former daye. 

Ob, then, laj spirits had leapt 
Ab now they sink, at hearing thy love-praiae 1 
Before these faded cheeks were overwept, 

Had this been asked of me. 
To love thee with my whole strong heart and head, — 
I shonld have said stilt . . . yes, but tmHed and said, 

' Look in my face and see I' 



But now . . God sees me, God, who took my heart 

And drowned it in life's surge- 
In all your wide warm earth I have no part — 
A light Bong overcomes me like a dirge. 

Could Love's great harmony 
The saints keep step to when their bonds are loose, 
Not weigh me down f am f a wife to choose ? 

Look in my fece and see- 
While I behold, as plain as one who dreams, 

Some woman of full worth. 
Whose voice, as cadenced as a silver stream's, 
Shall prove the fountain-soul which Bends it forth ; 

One younger, more thought-&ee 
And fair and gay, than I, thou must forget. 
With brighter eyes than theee . . which are not wet ., 

Look in my face and see ! 
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So fkrewell thou, trhom I have known too late 
To let thee come so near. 

Be counted happy while men call thee great. 
And one beloved woman feels thee dear I — 

N'ot 1 1 — that cannot be. 
I am lost, I am changed, — I must go iarther, where 
The change shall take me worse, and no one dare 

Look in my face and see. 

Meantime I bless thee. By these thoaghts of mine 

I bless thee from all such ! 
I bleas thy lamp to oil, thy cup to wine, 
Thy hearth to joy, thy hand to an equal touch 

Of loyal troth. For me, 
I love thee not, I love thee not I — away 1 
Here's no more courage in my soul to say 

'liookinmy face and see.' 
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PROOF A-TW DISPROOF. 



DoBT thou love me, mj BelovgdF 
Who shflll answer yes or no P 

What is proved or disproved 
When my soul inquireth so, 

DoBt thon love me, my Beloved P 



I h&ve Bees thy heart to-day, 
Never open to the crowd, 

While to love me aye and aye 
Was the vow as it was vowed 

By tbine eyes of steadfast grey. 



Now I ait alone, alone— 

And the hot tears break and bum, 
Now, Beloved, thou art gone, 

Doubt and terror have their turn. 
Is it love that I have known ? 
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PBOOF ±Sly SIBP&OOF. 



I hare known Home bitter things, — 
Anguish, anger, solitude. 

Tear by year an evil brings, 
Tear by year denies a good ; 

March wiads riokte my springs. 



I hare known how eicknesH bends, . 
. I hare known how sorrow breaks,— 
How quick hopes have euddea ends. 
How the heart thinks till it aches 
Of the smile of buried friends. 



Last, I hare known thee, my brare 
Koble thinker, lorer, doer ! 

The best knowledge last I hare. 
But thou comest as the thrower 

Of fresh flowers upon a grare. 



Count what feeliiigs used to move me 
Can this lore assort with those P 

Thou, who art so far above me, 
Wilt thou stoop 80, for repose P 

Is it true that thou canst love me P 

r. . i'.i 



Do not bUinfi me if I doubt thee. 

I can call love b; its name 
"When thine arm ia wrapt about me ; 

But even love aeema not the same, 
When I Bit alone, without thee. 



In thy clear ejea I descried 
Many a proof of love, to-day ; 

But to-night, those nnbelied 
3peechfiil eyes being gone away, 

There's the proof to seek, beside. 



Soat thou love me, my Beloved P 
Only thou canat answer yes ! 

And, thou gone, the proofs disproved, 
And the cry rings anawerless — 

Doat thou love me, my BelovSd ? 
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QUESTION AKD ANSWBK. 



Lots you veek for, preauppoeeB 
Samuier heat aud eunny glow. 

Tell me, do you Imd D)08B-ro8e8 
Buddiag, blooming in the anow F 

Snow might kill the roBe-tree's root — 

Shake it quickly from your foot, 
Leat it b&rm you aa you go. 



From tbe ivy where it dapplea 
A grey ruin, atone by stone, 

Do you look for grapes or applea. 
Or for sad green leares alone P 

Pluck the leaves off, two or three — 

Eeep them for morality 

When you ahall be aafe and gone. 



INCLUSIONS. 



Oh, wilt thou bave my haod, Sear, to lie along ia tbiue? 
As a little stoae in ajrunniDg stream, it seems to lie 

and pine. 
Now drop the poor pale hand, Dear, imGt to plight 
with thine. 



Oh, wilt thou hare my cheek, Dear, drawn closer to 

thine own P 
My cheek is white, my cheek is worn, by many a tear 

ran down. 
Now leave a little space, Dear, lest it should wet 

thine owu. 



Oh, must thou have my soul. Dear, commingled with 

. thy Boul P — 
Hed grows the cheek, and wann the hand ; the part 

is in the whole : 
Nor bands nor cheeks keep aeparate, when bouI ia 

joined to soul. 
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IN8UPFICIENGT. 



Thkbe IB no one beaide then and no one above tbee. 
Thou standest alone ae tbe nightingale eiugs 1 
And my words that would praise thee are impotent 
thiugs, 
For none can eiprese thee thoogh all should approve 
thee. 
1 love thee so. Dear, that I only can love tbee. 



Say, what can I do for th»e ? weary thee, grieve thee ? 

Iiean on thy shoulder, new burdens to add ? 

Weep my tears over thee, making thee aad ? 
Oh, hold me not — love me not ! let me retrieve thee. 

I love thee so. Dear, that I only can leave tbee. 
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SONNETS 7B0M THE FOBTUOUfiSE. 



I THOUSHT once bow Theocritus bad sung 

Of the Bweet years, the dear and wiahed-for years, 

Who each one in a gracious hand appears 

To bear a giR; for luortala, old or young : 

And, as I mused it in his antique tongue, 

I aaw, in gradual vision through my tears, 

The sweet, sad years, the melancholy years, 

Those of my own life, who by turns had fiung 

A shadow across me. Straightway I was 'ware, 

So weeping, how a mystic Shape did more 

Behind me, and drew me backward by the hur ; 

And a voice aaid in mastery, while I strove, — 

' Guess now who holds thee P' — ' Death,' I said. But, 

there, 
The silver answw rang, — ' Not Death, but Love.' 
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SOSKXTB VBOU TVS FOBTnaui:sE. 



'^^'£itT only three in all Gkid's imiverae 
Hare heard this vord thou hast eaid, — Himself beside 
Thee speaMog, and me lieteniiig ! and replied 
One of ua . . that was Gkid, . . and laid the curse 
So darkly on my eyelids, aa td amerce / 
My sight firom seeing tboe, — that if I bad died, 
The deathweights, placed there, would have signiSed 
Less absolute exclusion. ' Xay ' is worse 
From God than from all others, O my friend ! 
Men could not part us with their worldly jara, 
Nor the teas change ub, nor the tempests bend ; 
Onr hands would touch for all the mountain-bars : 
And, heaven being rolled between us at the end, 
We should but row the faster for the stars. 
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SOStTETS 7B0M THE POKTTOnEBG. 



TTnliks are we, unlike, O princelj Heart I 

Unlike our usee and our destinieB. 

Oar mitiistering two angels look aurpciae 

On one another, as thej strike athwart 

Their wings in passing. Thou, bethink thee, art 

A, guest for queens to social pageantries, 

"With gages from a hundred brighter eyes 

Than tears even can make mine, to pky thy part 

Of chief musician. What bast thou to do 

With lookicg from the lattice-lights at me, 

A. poor, tired, wandering singer, singing through 

The dark, and.leaning up a cypress tree P 

The chrism is on thine bead,^-on mine, the dew, — 

Aiid Death must dig the level where these agree. 
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80NKET8 f£OH TH£ POBTUeilSBS. 



' Thou hast thy callmg to some palace-floor, 
Most gracious singer of high poems I where 
The dancers frill break footing, from the care 
Of watching up thy pregnant lips for more. 
And dost thou lift this house's )atch too poor 
For hand of thine P and canst thou think and bear 
To let thy music drop here unaware 
In folds of golden fulness at my door P 
Look up and see the casement broken in, 
The bats and owlets builders in the roof 1 
My cricket chirps against thy mandolin. 
Hush, call no echo up in Airtber proof . 
Of desolation I there's a voice within 
That weeps . . a8 thou must aing . . alone, aloof. 
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SOmiETB FBOU THX PDRTCeUBSK. 



I LIFT my heavy heart up solemnly. 

As once Electra her sepulchnkl urn. 

And, looking in thine eyes, 1 OTertum 

The ashes at thy feet. Behold and see 

What a great heap of grief lay hid in me, 

And how the red wild eparkles dimly bum 

Through the aehen greyneeo. If thy foot in ecom 

Coold tread them out to darkness utterly, 

It might he woU perhaps. But if instead 

Thou wait beaide me for the wind to bbw 

The grey dust up, . , , those laurels on thine head, 

O my Beloved, will not shield thee so. 

That none of all the fires shall scorch and shred 

The hair beneath. Stand further off then 1 go. 
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SOVKSTB FBOll XHB POBTDQUXaE. 



^ Go from me. Tet I feel that I sliall stand 
Henceforward in thy ahadow. Nfiyermore. 
Alone upon the threshold of my door 
Of iudiTidual life, I shall command. 
The OSes of my sonl, nor lift my hand 
Serenely in the Btinahine as before, 
Withont the sense of that which! forbore— 
Thy touch upon the palm. The widest land 
Doom takes to part us, leaves thy heart in mine 
With pulses that beat doable. What I do 
And what I dream include thee, as the wine 
Must taste of its own grapes. And when I sue 
Ood for myself. He hears that name of thine, 
And sees within my eyes the tears of two. 
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TBOM TH£ POBTTOUKSK, 



The face of all the world is changed, I think, 
Since first I heard the footsteps of thy sonl 
Move atill, oh, still, beside me, as they stole 
Betwixt me and the dreadful outer brink 
Of obvious death, where ^whojhougbt Jo sink. 
Was caught up into love, and taught the w hole 
Of life in a new rhythm. The eup of dole 
God gave for baptism, I am fain to drink, 
And praiae its sweetness. Sweet, with thee anear. 
The names of country, heaven, are changed away 
Por where thou art or ahalt be, there or here ; 
And this . . this lute and s«ag . . loved yealfrday, 
(The singing angels know) are only isar 
Because thy name movei right in what they say. 
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BOtTNEIS rsOH THE FOBTTieUIBI. 



-What can I give thee back, bberal 
And princely giver, wbo hast brought the gold 
And purple of thine heart, unstained, untold. 
And laid tbem on the outside of the wall 
For Buch as I to take or leave withal, 
In nnezpected la^esse f am I cold, 
TJngratefuI, that for these most manifold 
High gifts, I render nothing back at all P 
Not so ; not cold, — hut very poor instead, 
Afik Gkid who knows. Tor irequent tears have run 
The colours from my life, and left so dead 
And pale a stuff, it were not fitly done 
To give the same as pillow to tby head. 
Qq &rther ! let it serve to trample on. 
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SOmiBTS TBOM THX FOBTHaVKHI. 



Cak it be right to give what I con give ? 

GjO let thee sit beneath the fall of teara 

Aja salt as mine, and hear the si^bmg ; ear& 

Be-sighing on my lips renuuciative 

Through those infrequent smUes which fail to lire 

For all thy adjurationB f O my fears, 

That this can scarce be right I We are not peers, 

So to be lovers; and I own, and grieve. 

That givers of such gifts as mine are, must 

Be counted with the ungenerouB. Out, alas I 

I will not soil thy purple with my dust, 

Nor breathe my poison on thy Yenice-glass, 

Sot give thee any love — wiich were unjust. 

Beloved, I only love thee I let it pass. 
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SOirifEXa FBOM THB 



-^ YeTj love, mere love, ia beautifiil indeed 

And worthy of acceptation. Fire is bright. 

Let temple bum, or flax ; an equal Hght . 

Leaps in the flame from cedar-plank or weed : 

And lore isflro^ And when I say at need 

/ fotw thee . . mark ! . . J love thee — in thy sight 

I stand transfigured, glorified aright, 

With Gonscienoe of the new rays that proceed 

Oat of my iace toward thine. There's nothing low 

In love, when love the lowest : meanest creatures 

Who love Ood, Qod accepts while loving so. 

And what Ifeel, across theinferior features 

Of what I am, doth flash itself, and show 

Kow that great work of Lore enhances Nature's. 
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iOSSBTB FBOM THE POETUGUESE. 



'^ AtTD therefore if to love can be desert, 
I am not all unworthy. Cheeka as pale '" ' ', „ 
As these you see, and trembling kneea that ftdl 
To bear the burden of a heavy heart, — 
This weary minstrel-life that once was girt 
To climb Aomus, end can scarce avail 
To pipe now 'gainst the valley nightingale 
A melancholy music, — why advert 
To these things ? Belovgd, it is plain 
I am not of thy worth nor for thy place 1 
And yet, because I love thee, I obtain ^ 

Prom that same love this vindicating grace,' 
To live on still in love, and yet in vain,— 
To bless thee, yet renounce thee to thy face. , 
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BOKNBTS TBOU THE rOSTOetTESI. 



' Indeed this very ]ove whicb is my boast. 
And nhich, when riaini; up from breast to broir. 
Doth crown me with a ruby large enow 
To draw men's eyes and prove the inner cost, — 
This love even, all my worth, to the uttermost, 
I should not love withal, uul^s that tbou 
Hadst set me an example, ehown me how. 
When first thine earnest eyes with mine were crosset 
And love called love. And thus,! cannot apeak 
Of love even, as a good thing of my own : ' 
Thy sonl hath snatched up mine all faint and weak. 
And placed it by thee on a golden throne, — 
And that I love (0 soul, we must he meek !) 
Is by thee only, whom I love alone. 



- tj 'G I. 
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GONNBTS FBOM TH8 POBT0QUS8E. 



sni. C 

And wilt thou have me fashion into speech 
The love I bear thee, finding worda enough, 
And hold the torch out, while the winds are rough. 
Between our faces, to cast Tight on each ? — 
I drop it at thy feet. I cannot teach 
My hand to hold my spirit so far off 
From myself — me — that I should bring thee proof 
In words, of love hid in me oat of reach. 
Nay, let the silence of my womanhood /-^^^ 
Commend my woman-love to thy belief, — 
Seeing that I stand unwon, however wooed, 
And rend the garment of my life, in brief. 
By a moat dauntless, voiceless fortitude. , , ,,■■ ^, 

Lest one touch of this heart convey its grief. 



CBiii5dJ.Googlc 



BONHIiTB FBOU TBB 



If thou muat love me, let it be for nought 

Eicept for love's sake only. Do not SBy 

* 1 love her for her smile — her look — her way 

Of Bpeakmg gently, — for a triek of thought 

That fallB in well with mine, and certes brought 

A fienBO of pleasant ease on such a day' — 

For these things in themselves, Beloved, may 

Be changed, or change for thee, — and love, so wrought. 

May be unwrought bo. Neither love me for 

Thine own dear pity's wipmg my cheeks diy, — 

A creature might forget to weep, who bore 

Thy comfort long, and loae thy love thereby ! 

Bat love me for love's sake, that evermore 

Thou may'st love on, through love's eternity. 
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SONNETS FBOU THE FUBTCQUESX. 



AcctrsB me not, beseech thee, that I wear 
Too calm and Bad a face in front of thine ; 
For we two look two ways, and cannot ahine 
With the eame sunlight on our brow and hair. 
On me thou lookest with no doubtiDg care, 
Aa on A bee shut in a crystalline; ^ i 
Since sorrow hath shut me safe in love's divine, 
And to spread wing and fly in the outer air 
Were most impoBsible failure, if I stcove 
To foil BO. But I look on thee— on thee — 
Beholding, besides love, the end of love. 
Hearing oblivion beyond memory ; 
As one who sits and gazes from above, 
Over the rivem to the bitter sea. 
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BOBNETB tBOM THK POBTUQITilBE. 



■ Ahd yet, lieoause thou overcomest so. 
Because thou art more noble Hnd like a king, 
Thou canst prevail agamst; my fears and fling 
Thy purple round me, till iny heart shall grov 
Too "'"W f gPintit t^'*"* ^'?"--'^ henceforth to know 
How it shook when alone. Why, conquering 
May prove as lordly and complete a thing 
In lifting upward, as in emshing low I 
And as a vanquished soldier yields bia sword 
To one who lifts him &om the bloody earth. 
Even BO, Beloved, I at last record, 
Here ends my strife. If iho^ invite me forth, 
I rise above abasement at the word. 
Make thy love larger to enlai^ my worth. 
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BONNETS FBOU THB POBITTaiTESX. 



Mt poet, thou canst touch on all ths notes 
Qod set between His After and Before, 
And strike up and strike off the general roar 
Of the rushing worlds a melody that floats 
In a serene air purelj. Antidotes 
Of medicated mu^c, answering for 
Mankind's forlomeat use^ thou canst pour 
I'rom thence into their ears. God's will devotes 
Thine to such ends, and mine to wait on thine. 
How, Dearest, wilt thou have me for most use P y^ L 
A hope, to sing by gladlj F or a fine 
'Sad memory, with thy songs to interfuse? 
A shade, in which to sing — of palm or pine ? 
A grave, on which to rest from singing P Choose. 
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BONKETS 7B0U THS POBTHQDESE. 



zvm. 
I RETXB gare a lock of hair away 
To a man, Deareet, except this to thee, 
Which now upon my fingers thoughtftilly, 
I ring out to the Aill brown length and Bay 
' Take it.' My day of youth went yeeterday ; 
My bair no longer bounds to my fijot's glee, 
Nor plant I it from rose or myrtle-tree, 
Aa girls do, any more : it only may 
Now shade on two pale cheeks the mark of tears, 
Tangbt drooping from tbe bead that hangs aside 
Through sorrow's trick. I thought tbe funeral- shearB 
Would take this first, but Lore is justified, — 
Take it tbon, — finding pure, &om all those years, 
The kiss my mother left here when she died. 
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BOKir£TS TBOH THE FOBTrSOKgi;. 



Th£ soul's Biialto hath its merchoDdise ; 

I barter carl for curl upon tb&t mart. 

And from mj poet's forehead to my heflrt 

Beceive this lock which outweighs argoateB.^ 

As purplf black, as erst to Pmdar's eyea 

The dim purpureal tresses gloomed athwart 

The nine white Muse-brows. For this counterpart, . 

The bay-crown's shade, Belovgd, I surmise. 

Still lingers on thy ciu-l, it is eo black I 

Thus, with a fillet of Bmootb-kiseing breath, 

I tie the shadows safe from gliding back, 

And lay the gift where nothing hinderetb ; 

Here on my heart, as on thy brow, to lack 

ISo natural heat till mine grows cold in death. 
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SOS!rE-rS FBOM THS POBTDeOESK. 



Beloyed, tn^ Beloved, when I think 
That thou wast in tbo world a 7ear ago, 
"What time I sate alone here in the snow, '..,. 
And saw no footprint, beard the silence sink 
2io moment at thj voice, but, link by link. 
Went counting all my chgyu os it' that bo 
Tbey never could fall off at any blow - I C "''(:> 
Struck by thy posaible hand, — why, thus I drink 
Of life's great cup of wonder ! Wonderful, 
Never to feel thee thrill the day or night 
With personal act or speech, — nor ever cull 
Some prescience of thee with the blossoms white 
l%oa sawest growing ! Atheists are as dull, 
Who cannot guess Qoi'e presence out of sight, 
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&ONSSTS FBOU TUX 



Say over again, and yet once over again. 

That thou dost lore me. Though the word repeated 

Should aeem ' a cuckoo-song,' es thou doBt treat it, 

Semember, never to the hill or plain, 

Valley and vrood, without her cuckoo- strain 

Comes the fresh Spring in all her green completed. 

Beloved, I, amid the darkneaa greeted 

By a doubtful apirit-Toice, in that doubt's pain 

Cry, ' Speak once more — thou lovest !' Who can fear 

Too many stars, though each In heaven shall roll, 

Too many flowera, though each shall crown the year P 

Say thou dost love me, love me, love me^toU 

The silver iterance I — only minding, Dear, 

To lore me also in silence with thy soul. 
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SUKKETS FKOU IBB FOBTUOrSBE. 



/ " " 

Whem out two souls stand up erect and strong, 
Face to face, silent, drawing nigh and nigher. 
Until the lengthening wingB break into fire 
At either curred point,— what bitter wrong 
Can the earth do to us, that we should not long 
Be here uontented ? Think. In mounting higher, 
The angele would pteas on us and aspire 
To drop some golden orb of perfect song 
Into our deep, dear silence. Let us stay 
Sather on earth, Beloved, — where the unfit 
Contrarious moods of men recoil away 
And isolate pure spirita, and permit 
A place to stand and love in for a day. 
With darkness and the death-hour rounding it. 
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[ IHX FOBTOeiyEBI. 



Is it indeed so P If I la; here dead, 

Wouldst than miaa any life in losing mine f 

And would the euu for thee more coldly shine 

Because of graTe-dampa falling round m; head p 

I marvelled, my Beloved, when I read 

Thy thought so in the letter. I am thine— 

But . . to much to thee P Can I pour thy vine 

"While my hands tremble p Then_tii;.£Oul, instead 

Of dreams of death, resumes life's lower range. 

Then, love me, Love ! look on me — breathe on me 1 

As brighter ladiee do not count it strange, 

"For love, to give up acres and degree, 

I yield the grave for thy sake, and exchange 

My near sweet view of Heaven, for earth with thee I 
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BOKNETS FSOH THE POBTUOUEBE. 



xxrr. 
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Lbt the world's aharpneas, like a clEtsping knife, 

Shat in upon itself and do no barm 

In this close hand of Love, now soft and worm, 

And let us betir no sound of human strife 

After the click of the shutting. Life to life — 

I lean upon thee, Dear, without alarm, 

And feel as safe aa guarded by a charm 

Against the stab of worldlinga, who if rife 

Are weak to injure. Vei^ whitely still 

The lilies of our lives may reassure 

Their blossoms from their roots, accessible 

Alone to heareniy dews that drop not fewer ; 

Growing straight, out of man's reach, on the hill. 

God only, who made ua rich, can make us poor, . 
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SOinrXTB rBOH THX FOBTnOETKliK. 



A. HEATT heart, Belov^ have I borne 

From year to year until I aflw thy face, 

And Borrow after Borrow took the place 

Of all thoBe natural joya as lightly worn 

Aj) the stringed pearU, each liited in ita turn 

By a beating heart at dance-time. Hopes apace 

Were changed to long despure, till Good's own grace 

Conld scarcely lift above the world forlorn 

My heavy heart. Then thov didBt bid me bring 

And let it drop adown thy calmly great 

Deep being I Fast it ainketh, as a thjng 

Which ita own nature dotb precipitate. 

While thine doth close above it, mediating 

Betwixt the fltars and the uoaccompliabed fate. 

- :.>■''■; I. ■ , ;•. 
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BOKirErB FBOU T&B POBTDQDESE. 



1 UTED with TJdoDB for my company i|V;'„' ':' ^ 

Instead of men and women, years ago^ ' 

And found tliem gentle mates, nor thought to know 

A sweeter music than they played to me. 

But soon their trailing purple was not free 

Of this world's dust, their lutes did silent grow. 

And I mywlf grew faint and blind below 

Their Tanishing eyes. Then THOr didst come — to be, 

Beloved, what they seemed. Their shining fronts, 

Their eongs, their splendours, (better, yet tbe same, 

As river-water hallowed into fonts) 

Met in thee, and from out thee overcame 

My soul with satisfactiDn of all wants : 

Because Qod's gifts put man's best dreams to shame. 
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TBou THS poaxnerxBE. 



Mt own beloved, who hast lifted me 
From this cbear flat of earth where I was thrown, 
And, in betwixt the languid ringlets, blown 
A life-breath, till the forehead hopefully 
Shines out again, as all the angels see. 
Before thy aaviug kiss I My own, raj own, 
Who earnest to me when the world was gone. 
And I who looked for only God, found thee ! 
I find thee ; I am safe, and strong, and glad. 
As one who stands in dewless asphodel. 
Looks backward on the tedious time he had 
In the upper life, — so I, with bosom-swell. 
Make witness, here, between the good and bad. 
That Love, aa strong as Death, retrieves as well. 
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FBOU THE POBTUGCEBE. 



Mt letters 1 all dead paper, mute and white I 
Asd yet they seem alive and qtiivermg 
Against my tremulous hands which loose the string 
And let them drop down on my knee to-night. 
This said, — he wished to have me in his sight 
Once, as a friend : this fixed a day in spring 
To oome and touch my hand ... a simple thing, 
Tet I wept for it I — this, . . the paper's light . . 
Said, Dear, I love thee ; and I sank and quailed 
As if God's future thundered on my past. 
This said, Ima tlnne — and so its ink lias paled 
"With lying at my heart that beat too fast. 
And this ... Love, thy words hare ill availed 
I^ what this said, I dared repeat at last I 
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BONBSTB FUOU THE fOBTTteOSSB. 



I THiiTK of thee ! — m j thoughts do twine and bud 

About tbee. as wild vines, about a tree. 

Put out broad leaveB, and soon there's nought to see 

Except the straggling green which hides the wood. 
Tet, my palm-tree, be it underatood 
1 will not have mj thoughts instead-of tbs« 
Who art dearer, better ! Bather, instantly 
Benew tby presence ; as a strong tree should. 
Bustle thy boughs and set thy trunk all bare. 
And let these bands of greenery which insphere thee 
Drop heavily down, — burst, shattered, everywhere I 
Because, in this deep joy to see and hear thee 
And breathe within thy shadow a new air, 
I do not think of thee — I am too near thee. 
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aOHNBTS ZBOU THE FOBTCaDUSZ. 



I BEE thine image through mj tears to-night, 
And yet to-day I saw thee smiling. How 
Befer the. cause ? — Beloved, is it thou 
Or I, who mokes me sad P The acolyte 
Amid the chanted joy and thankful rite 
May 80 fall flat, with pale insensate brow, 
■On the altar-stair. I hear thy roice and tow, 
Perpleied, uncertain, since thou art out of sight, 
As he, in hia swooning ears, the choir's amen. 
Beloved, dost thou love ? or did I see all 
The glory as I dreamed, and faint«d when 
Too vehement light dilated my ideal, 
For my soul's eyea ? Will that light come again, 
Aa now these tears come — &tling hot and real ? 



/': 
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FBOM THI P0KTUQDE8B. 



Thou coineet ! aH is said without a worJ. 

I sit beneath thy looks, as children do 

In the noon-sun, with souls that tremble through 

Their happj ejelids from an unaverred 

Yet prodigal inward joy. Behold, I erred 

In that last doubt I and yet I cannot rue 

The sin most, but the occasion — that we two 

Should for a moment stand unministered 

By a mutual presence. Ah, keep near and close, 

Thou dovelike help ! and, when my fears would rise, 

With thy broad heart serenely interpose : 

Brood down with thy divine sufficiencies 

These thoughts wMch tremble when bereft of those, 

Like callow birds left desert to the skies. 
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TBOM THE POBTUGUBBK. 



The first time that the aim roBe on thine oath 

To love me, I looked forward to the moon 

To slacken ali those bonds which seemed too soon 

And quicklj tied to make a laating troth. 

Quick-loving hearts, I thought, may quickly loathe ; 

And, looking on myself, I seemed not one 

For such man's love ! — more like an out of tune 

Worn -riol, a good singer would be wroth 

To spoil his aong with, and which, snatched in haste. 

Is laid down at the first ill-sounding note. 

I did not wrong myself ao, but I placed 

A wrong oh thee. For perfect strains may float 

'Neath master-hands, from instruments de&ced, — 

And great souls, at one stroke, may do and doat. 



I 



ttJ; 'it:: 



Google 



BONITETS TBOH THE TOSTBeUBBI. 



Txs, call me bj my petriiamel let me hear 
The name I used to run at. when a child, 
Prom innocent play, and leBTe the coTslips piled, 
' To glance up in some face that proved me dear 
With the look of its eyes. I miss the clear 
Fond voicea which, being drawn and reconciled 
Into the music of Hearen'B imdefiled, 
Cull me no longer. Silence on the bier. 
While I call God— call God 1— So let thy mouth 
Be heir to those who are now exanimate. 
Gather the north flowers to complete the south, 
And catch the early love up in the late. 
Yes, call me by that name, — nnd I, in truth, 
With the same heart, will answer and not wait 
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BONTTETB FBOU THB fOATUGOEBE. 



zzzir. 
-With the same heart, I said, I'll answer thee 
As those, when thon ahalt call me hj my name — 
IiO, the vain promise ! is the same, the same, 
Perplexed and rufficd by life's strategy P 
When called before, I told how hastily 
I dropped my flowers or brake off irom a game, 
To nm and answer with the smile that came 
At play last moment, and went on with me 
Through my obedience. When I answer now, 
I drop a grare thought, break &om solitude ; 
Tet still my heart goes to thee — ponder how — 
Not as to a single good, hut all biy good I 
Lay thy hand on it, best one, and allow 
That op child's foot could runJaat.as this blood. 
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B0KKBT8 7BOU THE 



g':"ja . HIT. 

If I leave all for thee, wilt thou eichwige 
And be all to me P SIisll I never miss 
Home-taik and blessing and the common kiss 
That comes to each in turn, nor count it strange, 
When I look up, to drop on a new range 
Of walls and floors, another home than this ? 
May, wilt thou fill that place by me which is 
Filled by dead eyes too tender to know change ? 
That's hardest. If to conquer love, has tried. 
To conquer grief, tries more, as all things prove ; 
For grief indeed is love and grief beside. 
Alas, I have grieved so I am hard to love. 
Tet love me — wilt thou ? Open thine heart wide. 
And fold within the wet wings of thy dove. 
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SOmilTS 7B0U THE POKTUfilTBaE. 



Wbzs we met first and loTed, I did not build 

TTpOD the event with marble. Coold it mean 
To last, a lore set pendulous between 
Sorrow and sorrow ? Nay, I rather thrilled, 
Distrusting every light that seemed to gild 
The onward path, and feared to overlean 
A finger even. And, though I have growa serene 
And strong since then, I think tliat God has willed 
A still renewable fear . . O love, troth . . 
Lest these enclasped handa should never hold, 
Thia mutual kiss drop down between us both 
As an unowned thing, once the lips being cold. 
And Love, be ialse I if i«, to keep one oath, 
Mmt lose one joy, by his life's star foretold. 



CBiii5dj,Googlc 



SOKNSTB I BOM THE POBTOaUKitlS. 



Fabdoi^, oh, pordoD, that mj Boul should make. 
Of all that strong diTineneBa which I knon 
For thine and thee, an image only bo 
Formed of the sand, and fit to Bhift and break. 
It IB that distant yearB which did not take 
Thy Bovranty, recoiling with a blow, 
Have forced my Bwimming brain to undergo 
Their doubt and dread, and blindly to forsake 
Thy purity of likeneBS and distort 
Thy worthiest lore to a worthless coonterfeit : 
As if a shipwrecked Pagan, safe in port. 
His guardian sea-god to commemorate. 
Should set a sculptured porpoise, gills a-moit 
And vibrant tail, within the temple-gate. 
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SONKETB FKOM THX POKTUQCESG. 



FiBST time he kiBsed me, he but only kissed 

The fingers of this hand wherewith I write ; 

And eyer since, it grew more clean and white, 

Slow to world-greetings, quick with its ' Oh, list,* 

When the angels speak. A ring of amethyst 

I could not wear here, plainer to my sight, 

Than that first kiea. The second passed in height 

The first, and sought the forehead, and half missed,- 

Half falling on the hair. beyond meed ! 

That waa the chrism of love, which love's own crown. 

With sauetifying sweetness, did precede, 

Tbe third upon my lips was folded down 

In perfect, purple state ; since when, indeed, 

I haye been proud and said, 'My love, my own.' 
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BOBSXIB FBOU THE f O&TUaOXBZ. 



Begausb thou hast the power and own' at the grace 
To look throitgh and behind this loaak of me, 
(Agaiogt which, years have heat thus bhuchinglj 
"With their rains,) and be hold my sou l's true facCi. 
The dim and weary witness of life's race, — 
Because thou hast the Mth and love to see. 
Through that same soul's distracting lethargy. 
The patient angel waiting for a place 
In the new Heavens, — because nor sin nor woe, 
ffor Glod's infliction, nor death's neighbourhood, 
Nor aU which others viewing, turn to go, 
Sot all which makes me tired of all, self-viewei, — 
Nothing repels thee, . ■ Dearest, teach mo so 
To pour out gratitude, as thou dost, good 1 
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BONNETS yEOM THE POBTrQDESB. 



Oe, jca 1 thej love through all this world of ours ! 

I will not gainsay lore, called love forsooth. 

I have heard love talked in 4ny early youth. 

And since, not bo long back but that the flowers 

Then gathered, amell still. MnssuImanB and Giaours 

Throw kerchiefs at a smile, and have no rath 

For any weeping. Polypheme's white tooth 

Slips on the nut if, after frequent showers, 

The shell is over-smooth, — and not so much 

Will turn the thing called love, aside to hate 

Or else to oblivion. But thou art not such 

A lover, my Beloved I thou canst wait 

Through sorrow and sickness, to bring soiils to touch. 

And think it soon when others cry ' Too late.' 
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BOSNEXa FKOM THE POBTDQITZSE. 



I THANK all who have loved me in tbeir hearta, ' 

With thanks and lore from mine. Seep thanks to all 

Who paused a little neac the prison- wall , ' ■' n 

To hear my muaic in its louder parts 

Ere they went onward, each one to the mart's 

Or temple's occupation, beyond call. 

But thou, vrho, in my voice's sink and fall 

When the sob took it, thy divinest Art's 

Own instrument didst drop down at thy foot 

To harken what I said between my tears, . . 

Instruct me how to thank thee ! Ob, to shoot 

My soul's full meaning into future years. 

That tket/ should lend it utterance, and salute 

Love that endures, from Life that disappears I 
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GOyKETS TBOU THE FOSTUeUZSB. 



* Mi/ future will not copy fair mi/ fast' — 

I wrote that once ; and thinking at my aide 

My miniBteriiig life-aDgel justified 

The word by his appealing look upcast 

To the white throne of Qod, I turned at laet, 

And there, instead, bsw thee, not unalUed 

To angela in thy soull Then I, long tried 

By natural ills, received the comfort fast, 

While budding, at thy sight, my pilgrim's staff 

Gave out green leaves with morcing dewa impearled. 

1 seek no copy now of life's firat half: 

Leave here the pages with long musing curled. 

And write me new niy future's epigraph, 

New angel mine, unhoped for in the world 1 
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BONNETS FBOM THE POBTUQUXBE. 



How do I love thee P Let me count the ways. 
, I lore tbee to the depth and breadth and height 
^ My Boul can reach, when feeling out of sight 
For the ends of Being and ideal Grace. 
I love thee to the level of eveiydaj'a 
Most qoiet need, by^Bun and caadleHght. 
I love thee ireely, as men strive for Bight ; 
I love thee purely, as they turn firom Praise. 
I love thee with the passion put to use 
In my old griefs, and with my childhood's faith. 
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose 
With my lost saints, — ^I love thee with the breatli, 
Smilea, tears, of all my life 1 — and, if flod ehoosOi 
I shall but love thee better after death. 
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BOmrSTa TBOH THE POBTUQUEBX. 



BxLOTXD, thou haet brought me nmny flowers 

Plucked in the garden, all the aommer through 

And winter, and it seemed as if they grew 

In this close room, nor missed the sun and showers. 

So, in the like name of that love of ours. 

Take bacK these thoughts which here unfolded too, 

And which on warm and cold days I withdrew 

From myheart's ground. Indeed, those beds andbowers 

Be overgrown with bitter weeds and rue, 

And wait thy weeding ; yet here's eglantine. 

Here's ivy I — take them, as I used to do 

Thy flowers, and keep them where they shall not pine. 

Instruct thine eyes to keep their coIoutb tnie. 

And tell thy soul, their roots are left in mine. 
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CASA GUIDI WINDOWS. 

IN TWO PARTS. 
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ADVERTISEMENT TO THE FIEST EDITION. 



[^[18 poem contains the impreaaions of the writer 
upon events in Tuscany of which she was a witness. 
' From a window,' the critic may demur. She bows to 
the objeotioQ in the_very title of her work. _Nfl.-fien- 
f;niinj]q_nnrrn^iy" r<?r "Tr"»itifTi rf pn litipftl pTiilij ^nphy 
is ftH™iptpi1 hy^Ti^. — it-t»» simple ato ry of persmial 

iTnpmflsif.na, wlif>pfl ftpTy vnlnfl i'h jn tha ;pfjnfli^;_wjfli 

tiou fo r a beautiful and unfortunat e country, and the 

her own good faith an d freedom from partiaanahip. 

Of the two parts of this poem, the firat was written 
nearly three years ago, while the second resumes the 
actual situation of 1851. The diacrepancy between 
the two parts is a sufficient guarantee to the public of 
the truthfulness of the writer, who, though she cer- 
tainly eaeaped the epidemic ' &Uing sickness ' of en- 
thusiasm for Fio Nono, takes shame upon hereelf that 
aha beliered, like a woman, some royal oaths, and lost 
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eight of the probable consequcDces of some obvious 
popular defects. If the discrepancy shaaild be painful 
to the reader, let him underatand that to the writer it 
hns been more so. But such discrepancies we are 
called upon to accept at every hour by the conditions 
of our nature, implying the interval between aapiration 
and performance, between fiiith and dis-iOuflion, be- 
tweei i hope a nd liict. 

' O trusted broken prophecy, 
O licheat fortune Eourlj croBt, 
Bom for tlie future, to tlie future lent I ' 

nay, not lost to the future in this case. The fiiture of 
Italy shall not be diainheribed/ 

Flobxscb, 1851. 
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I,3fiABi> last night a little child go singing 

'Neath Casa Guidi windowa, by the church, 
beila Uherta, lella 1 — stringing 
'The same words still on notes he went in search 
' 8o high for, you concluded the upBpringing 
Of Bueh a nimble bird to aky from perch 
' Must leave the whole bnah in & tremble green, 
/ And that the heart of Italy must beat, 
/ WhUe such a voice bad leave to rise serene 
' "Twiit church and palace of a Florence street : 

' A little chUd, too, who not long had been 
' By mother's finger steadied on his feet, 
And BtiU hella liberla he saug. 

Then I thought, musing, of the innumerous 

Sweet songs which atUl for Italy outrang 
From older singers' lips who sang not thus 

Eiultingly and purely, yet, with pang 
Fast sheathed in* music, touched the heart of us 
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So finely that tbe pity scarcely pained. 
I thought Low Filicaja led on others, 

Bewailera for their Italy enchained, 
And how they called her childless among mothers. 

Widow of empu-es, ay, and ecarce refrained 
Cursing her beauty to her face, as brothers 

Might a shamed sister's, — ' Had she been less fair 
She were less wretched ;' — how, evoking so 

From congregated wrong and heaped despur 
Of men and women writhing under blow. 

Harrowed and hideous in a filthy lair, 
Some personating Image wherein woe 

Was wrapt in beauty from ofiending much. 
They called it Cjhele, or Niobe.j 

Or laid it corpse-like on a Biot for such. 
Where all the world might drop for Italy 

Those cadenced tears which bum not where thej> 
touch, — 
'Juliet of nations, canst thou die as we? 

And was the violet crown that crowned thy head 
So orer-large, though new buds made it rough. 

It slipped down and across thine eyelids dead, 
sweet, fair Juliet P ' Of such songa enough, 

Too many of such complaints ! behold, instead, 
Toid at Verona, Juliet's marble trough ;• "^ 
^~3s roid as that is, are all images 

l ed actual wrong , 
eight of pity, meet tliestrgss 

u the tomb of Juliet, an empty trough 
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-ainc e 'tis easier to ^aze long 

""rinrn n^fpnfiil Tnaalra anH nnrl n ffi Qinn 

Than on real, live, weak creatures crushed by strong. 

For me who stand in Italy to-day 
Where worthier poets stood and sang before, 

I kiaa their footsteps vet their words f^ ainsay. 
I can but muse in hope upon this sh ore 

Uf golden Aiuo as it shoots away 
Through Horence' heart beneath her bridges four : 

Bent bridges, seeming to strain off like bows, 
And tremble while the arrowy undertide 

Shoots on and cleaves the marble as it goes, 
And strikes up palace-walls on either side. 

And froths the cornice out in glittering rows, 
With doors and windows quaintly multiplied. 

And terrace- sweeps, and gazers upon all. 
By whom if flower or kerebief were thrown out 

Prom any lattice there, the same would t&ll 
Into the river underneath, no doubt. 

It runs BO close and fitst 'twizt wall and wall. 
How >>°°"tif-|] I **"■ ^>..]ntf|jr)°^Vji without 

Ins Tience listen for tbe word said neit._ 
What word will men say, — here where Giotto planted 

His campanile like an unperplexed 
Fine~q"nestton HeaTea^wJird , touching the thing s 
granted 

A noble people wh o, being greatly vexed 
tn aot^ in aspiration keep unda unted f 
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Wflat word will God say P Michel's Nigbtand Day 
And Dawn and Twilight (Wau)in marble Boorn* 

Like dogs upon a dungbill, couched on clay 
From whence the Medicean stamp's outworn, 

The final putting off of all such Bway 
By all such hands, and freeing of tho unborn 

In Florence and the great world outside Florence. 
Three hundred years his patient statues wait 

■In that small chapel of the dim Saint Lawrence : 
Day's eyes are breaking bold and passionate 

Qv er"EirBhouHer, an d will flash abhorrence 
Oji darkness and with level look s meet late.' 

Whea^nce loose trom thai mar ble film, of theirs ; 
The Night ba a wild dreains in her sleep, th eJJawn 

Ia.haggard as the sleepl eaa. TwiliE;ht wear s 
A sort "ninrmr ; flptht-TRi] withdrawn 

'Twist the artist's Hon^ii.Tid wnrltH had left jbem he iia_ 
Of speechless thoughts which wouldnot quail narfann. 

Of angers and contempts, of hope a nd love r 
For not without a meaning did he place 

The princely Urbino on the seat above 
With everlasting shadow on his face. 

While the slow dawna and twilights disapprove 
The ashes of his long-eitinguished race 

Which never more shall clog the feet of men. 

* These bunous stntuea recline in the Sograstia Naova, on the 
tomln of OioliaDo de' Hedioi, third son of Lorenzo the Magnift- 
oent, and Lorenzo of Urbino, hie gnndBOD. Strocd'a epigram on 
the Night, with Michel Angeto's rejoinder, ii well Ifnown. 
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1 do beliere, diyineat Angelo, 

That winter-hour in Tia LaJ'ga, when 
They bade thee build a statue uji in snow* 

And straight that marvel of thine art again 
Dissolved beneath the sun's Italian glow, 

Thine ejea, dilated with the plaatie pas aJQu. 
Thawing too in drops of wounded manhood, since. 

To mock alike thine art and indignation. 
Laughed at the palace-window the new prince, — 

('Aha ! this genius needs for exaltation, 
When all's said and bowe'er the proud may wince, 

A little marble from our princely mines ! ') 
I do beUeve that hour thou laughedst too 

For the whole sad world and for thy Floreiitinea, 
After those few tears, which were only few 1 

That aR, beneath the eun, the grand white lines 
Of thy snow-statue trembled and withdrew, — 

The bead, erect as Jove's, being palsied first. 
The eyelids flattened, the full brow turned blank. 

The right.hand, raised but now as if it cursed, 
Dropt, a mere snowball, (till the people sank 

Their voices, though a louder laughter burst 
From the royal window) — thou couldst proudly thank 

God and the prince for promise and presage. 
And laugh the laugh back, I think verily. 

Thine eyes being purged by tears of righteous rage 
To read a wrong into a prophecy, 

* This mcxiking task v/aa set b; Pietro, the aaworthy nuccewor 
of TjOiecxo the Magnificent. 
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^ C And me&Bure a true great man's heritage 
^ \ AgaiDBt a mere great-duke's posterity. 
^ ^ I tbink tby soul said then, ' I do not need 
* A princedom and its quarriea, after all ; 
1 n For if I write, paint, carve a word, indeed, 
^ / On boot or board or duat, on floor or wall, 
'f~\ Tbe same is kept of God who taketh heed 
^ I That not a letter of the meauiug fall 
'' V. O r ere it touch and teach His world's deep heart. 

Outlasting, therefore, all your lordships, sir! 
8< j keep your stone, beBBeeb you, lor Your"g ^. 

To cover up your arave -^aee and refer 
Thu propRp tkw^.. ■ / liva by m j art. 

Thej hougbt I th rew int^1 tbia annw bIibII hHi- 

Thi s gazing people when their gaze is done ; 
And tbe tradition of your ai 

"Wher 
Shall gather up, for unborn me n, a sigV 

Of what IsTEe true princedom, — ay, and none 
Shall laugh t hat day, eicept the drunk with wine.' 

\ Amen, great Angelo 1 the day 'a at hand. 
ITmany laugh not on it, shall we weep ? 

Much more we must not, let us understand. 
Through rhymers sonneteering in their sleep 

And archaists mumbling dry bones up the land 
And sketcbera lauding ruiued towns a-heap, — 

Through all that drowsy hum of voices smooth, 
Tbe hopeful bird mounts carolling from brake, 



t;„,gic 



CASA QFISI WINDOW'S. 243 

Tbe hopeful child, with leaps to catch his growth, 
Sings open-eyed for l^e^'s sweet sake : 

An d r, a einger also from m y voiitli , 
Pre fer to eing with these who are awfTiiffi 

With birds, with babes, with men. who will not fear 
The baptism of the holy morning dew, 

(And many of such wakerg now are here, 
Complete in their anointed manhood, who 

Will greatly dare and greatlier persevere,) 
Than join those old thin Toicea with my new, 

And s igh for Italy with some safe sigh 
Cooped up in music 'twiit an oh and ab^ — 

Hay, hand in hand with that young child, will I 
Go singing rather, ' Sella lilerta' 

Than, with thoae poets, croon the d^H or cry 
' Se ta 'men iellafoesi, It alia ! ' j 

' Less wretehed if less fair,' Perhaps a truth 
Is 80 &r plain in this, that It^j, 

Long trammelled with the purple of her youth 
Againafc.her age^s ripe activity, 

Sits still upon lier tombs, without death'i ruth 
But also without life's brave enei^. 

' Now tell us what is Italy ? ' men aeke ; 
And others answer, 'Virgil, Cicero, . ' 

CatuUns, Ciesar.' What beside p to task - 
The memory closer — ' Why, Boccaccio, 

Dante, Petrarca,' — and if still the flask 
Appears to yield its wine by drops too slow, — 
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' Angelo, Bafiael, Pergoleae,' — all 
Whose Strang hearts beat through atone, or charged 

The paints with fire of eoula electrical, 
Or broke up heaven for music. Wbat more then P 

Whj, then, no morel The chaplet's last beads fall 
In naming the last samtehip within ken 
And, after that, none prayeth in the land. 
\r Alaa, this It aly '■fin tj^ l^tap. a»ppt. 
( Jf / IJemiiulheBup for bour -|a;laas sand ; 
"f J. O^ii^^ Qwn paat, i mpasaio aed nym pholept 1 
i \ I PijniiBntinfr tn hn nftilad hnrfl by~tTifl'1iftnd 
A jj Tfl tha TPry hnjjTf^pmnli'r Trbifb nhn ntnpt 
■; r ]\ A ^ueen o f nld, unA plimirpji a lealv"E^ neh: 
I, ^ J Ai jd, licenaing th e world too long indeed 
\ >, i' / ' ^o use ber broad phylacteries to stauSch 

, « ] Ha g (inn rf e ar word would dra w an avalanche 
, (■ tM^ liviag_SQBB a round ber, to siiecee d "^ — 
i S ^ i Tbe^vaniabed generationa . Can she count 
. ' ^f- I These oil-eaters with large live mobile mouths 
.■ ^*i Agape for maccaroni, in the amount 

^^ ( v' Of consecrated heroes of her south's 
,^ V* ,' Bright rosary ? The pitcher at the fount, 

,l' ^ ' j The gift of gods, being broken, she much loathes 
'■ \\ To let the groyndrleavea of the place confer 

' , ,\ -A natural bowl. , So henceforth she would seem 
.1 ' ,- 4 No nation, but the poet's pensioner, 
' ' ', J With alms from every land of song and dream, 

..,1 ■ .. t;.«.gic 



CASA flODI TmTDOWa. 

. While aye her pipers sadly pipe of her 
Until their proper breaths, in that extreme 

Of sighing, split the reed on which they playec 
Of which, DO mowj ^ut nerer say ' no mo 

To Italy's life! Her memoriea undismayed 
Still argue ' eyermore ;' her graves implore 

Her future to be strong and not a&aid ; 
Her very statues send their looks beforeT^ 

IWe do not serve tlie dead — the past is past. 
God lives, and lifts His glorious momiugB up 

Before the eyes of men awake at Idst, 
Wbo put away the meats they used to sup, 

And down upon the dust of earth outcast 
The dregs remaining of the ancient cup. 

Then turn to wakeful prayer and worthy act. 
The Dead, upon their awful 'vanti^ ground. 

The sun not in their &ces, shall abstract 
No more our strength ; we will not be discrowned 

As guardians of their crowns, nor deign transact 
A barter of the present, for a sound 

Of good 80 counted in the foregone days. 
O Dead, ye shall no lobger cling to us 

With rigid hands of desiccating praise, 
And drag us backward by tbe garment thus. 

To stand and laud you in long-drawn virelays 1 
"W^»-jriUj iot henceforth be obliv ious 
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But will not make it inacoesBible 

By thanKinga on the ttur eBhoW any m ore. 
We nurry onward to ei tingu iah hell 

W jtn'imr fff ah Boula. our younger hope, and G od'a 
Maturity of purpoae. Sood ahall wa 

Die alao 1 and^ that then our periods 
O f life may round themselves to~&emory 

* 1 ""■""'ihly °° on ou rgrayea the Burial-aoda. 
" We now must look to i t to excel as ye, ' 

A nd bear our age a a far, imlimi fiHtl 
By the last mind-mark ; so, to be inv olied 

By fiitiirB generationj^^nBjheir Deadj 



'Tia true that when tha Hyat of death 

A .i»««4i Mi m'n n Ai'im^ j ;}] fl pnmm"n w "rH^ hft said 
Turn oraclea. the o 



^d a cceptable. I, too, should desire, 

When men ma£e record, with the flowers they strew, 
' Savonarola's soul went out in fire 

TTponourOrand-duke's piazza,* and burned through 
A moment first, or ere he did expire, 

The veil betw ii t the right and wrong, and showed 
How near God aate and judged the judges there, — ' 



* SavODkrolk was burnt for Mb teatimon; against papnl con-up. 
tioiiB aa earl; aa March, 14SS : and, ta late aa our own dajr, it 
had l>eeD a cuBtom in Florence to strew with violets the pavement 
where he Buffered, in gnitefiil recognition of the annivBrsaty. 
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Upon the self-aame pavement oreratrewed 
To cast my violets with as reverent care, 

And prove that all the winters which have snowed | 
Cannot snow out the scent from stones an~d~air. 

Of a sincere man's virtues. This was he, 
Savonarola, who, while Peter sank 

With his whole boat-load, called courageously 
' Wake Christ, wake Christ ! ' — who, having tried the 

Of old church-waters used for baptistry 
Ere Luther came to spill them, swore they stank ; 

Who also by a princely deathbed cried, 
' Loose Florence, or God will not loose thy soul ! ' 

Then, fell back the Magnificent and died 
Beneath the star-look shooting &om the cowl, 

Which turned to wormwood-bitterness the wide 
Deep sea of his ambitions. It^ere foul / 

To. grudge Savonarola and the rest 
Their_violets^:_rather jay the'in dtliet an^lf&ab ! 

Tbft-affiphasis_CLf d eath makes m an ife b t 
The "i-i-jnoii'-a'^TfTipt-i'm- 'p j^^ iIpsI^ ; 

And men who, living, were but dimly guessed. 
When once free from their life's entangled mesh, 

Show their full length in graves, or oft indeed 
Exaggerate their stature, in the fiat. 

To noble admirations which exceed 
Most nobly, yet will calculate in that 

But accurately. We, who are the seed 
Of buried creatures, if we turned and spat 

,. C.o<,gk 
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-' ' Upon our antecede nte. w e were vile. 
Bring Tiolets rather, UtihfiHahadnot walked 
ThPJr fiirlnng) rmi]JIwe~hopgJg/wS£ biir mile ? 
■ TherefqrebringvioletB. XgJ if we aelf-baulked 

Stftll^l atill^ ft.Ht;rPw;p|T vinlpha all the while, 

T hese moted in vain, of wh[imw g^EaTe"v"ainly talked. 

Sfi i-iaa lip ])pp^pfni-|4i tci'tli a cheefful amilep- 
Aii d haTiny atrewn the violeta, reap tBB'coi 'ii, 

And having reai>ed and garnered, bring theplo wgh 
And draw new fmxfiwB-Insath-thfiJiealthy 



I' ^f ol d 'twas so. How at^j^^ttegwaB worn. 
As each man gained on each securely ! — Itf w . 
Tiaah h? hii irtni nt reii^th sought bis own Idea l. — 

T}^a iiU.;Tinii-.n Pgi-fAff ^on leaning briglit 
F rpm out the sun and atara to b lesatEe leal 

AndeMn£aLa£au:h-o£.alIib£_EaicAl]£L^ight^. 
T hroug h doubtful forma by ewthjiscounted real I 

Because old Jubal blewmto delight 
The Boula of men with clear-piped melodies, 

If youthful Aaaph were content at most 
To draw from Jubal'a grave, with listening eyes, 

Traditionary music's floating ghost 
Into the grass-grown silence, were it wise P 

And was't not wiser, Jubal's breath being lost. 
That Miriam clashed her cymbals to surprise 

The BUD between her white arms flung apart. 
With new glad golden sounds P that David's strings 
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O'erflowed his hand idth music from his heart P 
So harmony grows full from mapv aprin ea. 
And E^py accident turna holy art. 

Tou enter, in your Florence wauderings. 

The church of Saint Maria Novella. Pass 
The left stair, where at plague-time Machiavel" 

Saw One with set fair face as in a glass, 
DresBcd out against the fear of death and hell. 

Bustling her ailks in pauses of the mass. 
To keep the thought off how her huaband fell, 

When she left home, atark dead across her feet, — 
The ataii leada up to what the Orgagnae aave 

Of Dante'a d»mons ; you, in passing it, 
Ascend the right stair from the farther nave 

To muse in a small chapel scarce!}' lit 
By Cimabue'a Virgin, Bright and brave, 

That picture was accounted, mark, of old : 
A king stood bare before ita aovran grace,t , 

A reverent people ahouted to behold / ^ 

'i!\ie pict ure, not the kingj^nd everil;Tie place j . 

Coutaiuing auch a miracle grew bold, 
Named the Olad Borgo from that beauteous face 

* See hi9 deeoription of the plagne in Floranoe. 

+ Charlea of Anjou, in bio passage throngh Florence, wii per- 
mitted to tee this picture while jet in Cimabue's ' bottega." Tha 
populaoa followed the royal visitor, aed, from the universal 
delight and mimiration, the quarter of the city in which the artist 
lived was called 'Borgo AUegri.' The picture vraii carried in 
briuniph to the church, and deposited there. 

.. CuugW 
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Which thrilled the artist, after work, to think 
His own ideal Marj-smile should stand 

So very near him, — he, within the brink 
Of all that glory, let in by his hand 

With too divine a rashness ! Tet none shrink 
Who come to gaze here now ; albeit 'twas planned 

Sublimely in the thought's simplicity : 
The Lady, throned in empyreal state. 

Minds only the young Babe upon her knee. 
While sidelong angels bear the royal weight. 

Prostrated meekly, smiling tenderly 
Oblivion of their wings ; the Child thereat 

Stretching its hand like God. If any should. 
Because of some stiff draperies and loose joints. 

Gaze acorn down from the heights of Haffaelhood 
On Cimabue's picture, — Heaven anoints 

The head of no such critic, and his blood 
The poet's curse strikes full on and appoints 

To ague and cold spasms for evermore. 
A noble picture ! worthy of the shout 

Wherewith along the streets the people bore 
Its cherub-facea which the sun threw out 

Until they stooped and entered the church door. 
ij£et rightly was yoimg Giotto talked about, 

Whom Cimabue found among the sheep,* 

* How Cimabue found Qiatto, the Bhepherd-boj, aketching 
> rsm of bU flock upon * Btone, is prstOly told by Vasari,— wb» 
also relates tbat the elder artiat Hargheritoae died ' iiifastidito ' of 
the ■uooessea of the new school. 
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And knew, as gods know gods, and carried borne 

To paint the things he bad painted, with a deep 
And fuUer insight, and so oTercome 

His chapel-Lady with a heavenlier sweep 
Of light : for tbus we mount into tbe sum 

Of great things known or acted. I hold, too, 
That Oinabue smiled upon the lad 

At the first stroke which passed what he could do. 
Or else his Virgin's smile Lad never had 

Such sweetness in 't. A ll great men whft fpi»l""'w 
Th eir heirs iu art, for art'a sake harejie^glad, 

AnH hp.nt f^hair n\i\ wTiitj \\f9Aa aa if iini-minn.fl 

Pa naticfl o f their pure Ideals still 

I'ar mo f o tban-oi^tbeir triomphs, w hich were foun d 
W ith some leas vehement atmgglp t i f tl'" "'H- / 

If old Margheritone trembled, swooned 
And died despairing at the open sill 

Of other men's achierements, (who achieved, 
By loring art beyond the master) he 

Was old Margheritone, and conceived 
Never, at first youth and most ecstasy, 

A Yirgin like that dream of one, which heaved 
The ^«ith-si^ from his heart. If wistfully , . 

Miwgheritone sickened at the smell 
Of Cimabue's laurel, let him go ! 

For Cimabue stood up very well 
In spite of Giotto's, and Angelico 

The artist-saint kept smiling in his cell 
The "smile with whicb he welcomed the sweet slow 
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Inbreak of angels, (vhitening through the dim 
That he might paint them) whUe the sadden sense 

Of Eaffael'a future was revealed to him 
By force of his own fair works' competence. 

The same blue waters where the dolphins swim 
-..^ggest the tritons. TkjiMTjJ.-fhB hi|] g Imme nse 
I ntirilin cut, nll.gwjmm era I idlin g int jti t.hs way 
Of one another, so to aink ; but leam 

The strong m^ ' B impulse, catch the freshening spray 
He throws up in his motions, and discern 

By his clear westering eye, the time of day. 
Thmi, GtoA, hast set us worthy gifts to earn 

•Roai^oa Tt.y i.oonap qp,| Tht ^ ] and whcB I saj 

•Pnp flll thB Ht^rnnyPHt, to IJTe well, and Btrire 
T hpjr fiwn way , ]fT their individual heat . — 

Like some new bee-swarm leaving the old hive, 
Despite the wax which tempts so violet-sweet. 

Then let the living live, the dead retain 

Their grare-cold flowers ! — thou gh honour 'h be st 
Bupplifii 

Cold graves, we say F it nhnll bs trntiifird 
Tfj pn;— -.i p -""- "■*■" *■■■■■" '" '■p flJ* "i fl h "'", 

"Witho at the do t>d- Here colder. I f "ft p^f^i^ 
To sink the past beneath our feet, be sure 

The future would not stand. Precipitate 
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Thia old roof &om the elirine, and, insecure. 

The ueeting Bwallows fly off, male &oni mate. . 
How Bcaat the gardens, if the graves were fewer ! 

The tall green poplars grew no longer straight 
Whose tope uot looked to Troy. "Would any fight 

For Athena, and not swear by Marathon P 
Who dared build temples, without tombs in sight ? 

Or live, without some dead man's benison ? 
Or seek truth, hope for good, and strive for right, 

If, looking up, he saw not in the sun 
Some angel of the martyrs all day long 

Standing and waiting P You r last rhythm will need 
Y our earliest key-note. C ould I sing this song. 

If my dead masters had not taken heed ' 
Tn hBlp~pifl (ifj gvena and earth to make me stro ng. 

As the wind ever will find out some reed 
And touch it to auca issues as belong 

To such a &ail thing £lNonema^^udge-th&-£ead, 
Libations from full cups. Unless we choose 

To look back to the hills behind ua spre ad. 
T he"phm 

If orphaned, we a 

I would but turn these lachrymals to use. 
And pour fresh oil in from the olive-grove, 

To furnish them as new lamps. Shall I say 
What made my heart heat with exulting love 

A few weeks back ? — 

The day was such a day 

. t-.o<,glc 
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As Rorence owes the sun. The aky above, 
Its weight upoa the mountaina eeemed to lay, 

And palpitate in glory, like a dove 
Who has flown too fast, full-hearted — take away 

The image ! for the heart of man beat higher 
■ That day in Florence, flooding all her atreete ' 

And piazzas with a tumult and desire. 
The people, with accumulated heats 
1 1 And faces turned one way, as if one fire 
j Both drew and flushed them, left their ancient beats 

And went up toward the palace- Ktti wall 
To thank their Qrand-duke who, not quite of course, 

Had gracioualy permitted, at their call. 
The citizens to use their civic force 

To guard their civic homee. So, one and all. 
The Tuscan cities streamed up to the source 

Of this new good at Florence, taking it 
As good 80 far, presagefol of more good, — 

The first torch of,Italian freedom, lit 
To toss in the next tiger's face who should 

Approach too near them in a greedy fit, — 
/The^rst pulse of an even flow of blood 

To prove the level of Italian veins 

Towards rights perceived and granted. How-^^regazed ^ 

From Casa Guidi windows while, in trains V. 
Of orderly procession — banners raised, 

And intermittent bursts of martial strains 
"Which died upon the shout, as if amazed 

By gladness beyond music — they passed onll 
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The Magietracy, with maignia, passed, — 

And all tlie people sljouted in the bud, 
And all the thoua^d win dows w hich hod oast / 

A ripple of silks in blue and scarlet down, 
(As if the houses overflowed at last,) 

Seemed growing larger witk fair heads and eyes. 
The Lawyers passed, — and still arose the shout, 

And hands broke from the windows to surprise 
Those grave calm brows with bay-tree leavesthrownout. 

The Priesthood passed, — the friars with worldly-wise 
Keen sidelong glances from their beards about 

The street to see who shouted ; many a monk 
"Who takes a long rope in the waist, was there : 
\ Whereat the popular exultation drunk 
'Will illlh'awn ' vivas ' the whole sunny air, 

WJiile througli.tbe murmuring windows rose and 
sunk 
A cloud of kerchiefed hands, — ' The cbivch makes fair 

Her welcome in the new Pope's namJi' Ensued 
The black sign of the ' Martyrs ' — (name no name. 

But count the graves in silence.rTf eit were viewed 
The Artists ; next, the Trades ; anBTifter came 

The People, — flag and sign, and rights as good — 
And very loud the shout was for that same 

Motto, ' II popolo.' Il Popolo, — 
The word means dukedom, empire, majesty, 

And kings in such an hour might read it so. 
And next, with banners, each in his degree. 

Deputed representatives a-row 
Of every sepernte state of Tuscsny'; 
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Siena'B slie-wolf, bristling on the fold 
Of the first flag, preceded Piea's hare. 

And Maasa's lion floated calm in gold, 
Pienza's following with hie silver atare, 

Areizo's steed pranced clear from bridle-hold, — 
And well might about our J'lorence, greeting there 

These, and more brethren. Lu.st, the world had sent 
The Tarioua children of her teeming flanks — 

Greeka, English, Trench— as if to a parliament 
Of lovers of her Italy in ranks, 

Each bearing its land's symbol reverent ; 
At which the stones seemed hreaEng into tti&nkB 

And rattling up the sky, such sounds in proof 
Aroeo; the very house-walls seemed to bend; 

The very windows, up from door to roof, 
riasiied out a rapture of bright heads, to mend 

With passionate looks the gesture's whirlmg off 
A hurricane ot' leave^^ I'hree hours did end 

While all these paa8e37 and ever in the crowd, 
Itude men, unconscioas of the tears that kept 

Their beards moist, shouted ; some few laughed aloud. 
And none asked any why they laughed and wept : 

Friends kissed each other's cheeks, and foes long 
vowed 
More warmly did it ; two-months babies leapt 

Bight upward in their mother's arms, whose black 
Wide glittering eyes looked elsewhere ; lovers pressed 

Each before either, neither glancing back ; 
And peasant maidens smoothly 'tired and tressed 

Forgot to finger on their throats the slack 
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Cfrcatpeai'l-BtrmgBivhile old blind men would not rest) 
But pattered with their staves and slid their shoes 

Along thg^tong^ and amibd as if they saw. 
O heavefi; I think that day had noble use 

Among God's days ! So near stood Bight and Law , 

Brit|hjTiMti]iRlly fnphnT-na I J-a ^- WOuld DOt b rujse. 

•ent awe 
.e^ertheleaa. 
That good day'a aun delivered to the vines 

No charta, and the liberal Duke's excess 
Did Bcarce eioeed a QuelfB or Ghibelline'a 

In any special actual righteousness 
Of what that day he granted, still the signs 

Are good and full of promise, we miiiE a ay. 
When multitudes approach their kings with pr ayera 

j| £d kmga concede their people's right to pray 
Botli in one siinBbin^ '^'jffp nrf nntl 'i°°p«j~ 

80 uttered, nor can royal c laims disma y 
When men from hn mbkhomeB and ducal chairs, 

H ate wrong toget her. *- Tt jrfin well to view 
Those bannera rufQed in a ruler'a face 

Inscribed, 'Live freedom, union, and all true 
Brave patriote who are aided by God's grace !j 

Nor was it ill when Leopoldo drew 
Hia little children to the window-place 

He stood in at the Pitti, to suggest 
2Ze^ too should govern as the people willed. 

What a cry roae then I some, who saw the best. 
Declared hia eyes filled up and overfilled 

'"■"■ , ,. t-.o'glc 
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Witb good varm human tears which vinrepreesed 
Ban down. I like his face; the forehead's build 

Has no capadoua genius, yet perhaps 
Sufficient comprehension, — mild and sad, 
\ Aa4:fiaj^>Hl6Bly, — not rfJttl mid llml mrapa 

^"*i rartifiil with thn nirp *^<\i ahima a lapse 
Of fpi^li piifl j^'iiy, "tm^i""" Pf^ to J'I'I 

A burdrn in thoj^*-l""'i"c " f a gain. 
And 80, God save the Duke, I say with those 

Who that day shouted it ; and while dukes reign, 
May aU wear in the visible overflows 

Of spirit, such a look of careful pain f 
For God must love it better thaa repose. '^ 

And all the people who went up to let 

Their hearts out to that Duke, as has been told — 
Where guess ye that the living people met, 

Kept tryat, formed ranks, chose leaders, first unrolled 
Their banners F 

In the Loggia ? where is set 
Cellini's godlike Perseus, bronze or gold, 
\ (How name the meta!(^when the st atue flings 

Its soul BO in your eyes ?)_with brow and sword 
Superbly calm, as all opposing things. 

Slain with the Gorgon, were no more abhorred 
Since ended F 

Ifo, the people sought no wiuga 
Prom Perseus in the Loggia, nor implored 
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Aq iaBpiration in the piece beside 

From that ftim bust of Brutus, jagged anil grand. 
Where Buonarroti passionfttely tried 

From out the ciiJoe-clenched marble to demand 
The bead of Home's subJimest homicide. 

Then dropt the quivering mallet from his hand. 
Despairing he could find no model-stuff 

Of Brutus in all Florence where he found 
The gods and gladiators thick enough. 

Nor there ! the people chose still holier ground : 
TbejiK>pl«s ghojirewmple blind and rough. 

K now their own an^s. al'ter JooJiingToun d. 
Whom chose they then ? where met they P 

^nthefitone ] 

Called Dante's, — a plain flat Btone scarce disce^ed-^ 
F rirm others in the pflyeTnent , — whereupo n 

TTp used to b ring hii quint nhftir niit, tumeil 
T o Brunelleschi'a ?h"''''^i ""^1 nour alone 

The lava of hta Bpirit when it burne d : 
It is not cold to-day. passionate 

Poor Dante who, a banished Florentine, 
Didst sit austere at banquets of the great 

And muse upon this far-off stone of thine 
And think how oft some passer used to wait 

A moment, in the golden day's decline. 
With ' Good night, dearest Dante ! ' — well, good night ! 

Zmuse now, Dante, and think verily, 
Tboagti chapelled in tlie byewaj out of sight. 
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Eavenna's bones would thrill with ecataBy, 
Cculdat know thy favourite stone's elected right 

As tiyat-place for thy Tusc^b to foresee 
Their earliest chartas from. Good night, good morn, 

Henceforward, Dante ! now my soul is sure 
That thine ia better comforted of scorn. 

And looks down earthward in completer cjire 
Than when, in Santa Crooe church forlorn 

Of any corpse, the architect and hewer 
Did pile the empty marbles aa thy tomb.* 

For DOW thou art no longer exiled, now 
Best honoured : we salute thee who art come 

Back to the old atone with a softer brow 
Than Oiotto drew upon the wall, for some 

Good lovera of our age to track and plought 
Their way to, through time's ordures stratified, 

And startle broad awake into the dull 
Bargello chamber : now thou'rt milder-eyed, — 

M ^ow Beatrix may leap up glad to cu ll 
Th ^ first smile, even in heaven and at her side, 

Lijte that wh ich, nine years old, looked beautiful 
A t May-game. W bat do 1 say f I only meant 

That tender Dante loved his Florence well, 
While Florence, now, to love him is content ; 

• The Florentines, to whom the RaveiiDeae refused the bod; of 
Dante, (demaDded of them ' in a late remorse of love ') have giveii 
a cenotaph in tbia ohuroh to their divine poet. Something leu 
tbau a graie I 

f In ollouon to Mr. Kirkap's diaooveiy of Giotto's fraaoo por> 
trait of Dante. 
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And, mark ye, that the piercingest sweet emell 
Of love's dear incense by the liyin g se nt 

To find the dead, iB;«OT"a£ce^3lbI^^ ^' 
fq Iftzy IjvprH — no narcotic,-^E6f . 

Swung in a censer to a sleepy tune, — |j 

But trod out in the mfi ming sir hjhn t, | ■ 

Quick spirits who tread firm to ends foreshowD, i 

And use the name of greatness unforgoEi I 

To meditate what greatness may he done, ' 

For Dante sita in heaven and ye stand here. 

And more remains for doing, all must feel, 
Than trysting on his stone from year to year 

To shift processions, civic toe to heel. 
The town's thanks to the Pitti. i^e^ freer 

For whai: wm fralf. thai: day f a chariot-wheel 
May--8j)in fastj yet the chariot never roll. 

But if that day suggested something good, 
Andhgt^orod, wilh one purpose, sonl by loul, — 

Sette r means freer. A land's brotherhoo d 
I s most puissant : men, iip nn tb° Th"1°, 

Ar e what they can be. — nations, what they j onlj] 

^WiU theT«fore, to ho efomg, thou It^ly I 
"Will to Jje noble ! Austrian Mettemich 

Oan Sz no yoke unless the neck agree^ 
And thine is like the lion's when tBe thick 

Dews shudder from it, and no man would be 
The stroker of his mane, much less would prick 
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Hia noBtril with a reed. "When nations roar 
Like liona, nho sball tame them and defraud 

Of the duo pasture by the river-shore P 
Boar, therefore I shake your dew-laps dry alwoad : 

The amphitheatre with o[)ea door 

Leads back upon the benches who applaud 

The last Bpeor-tbruster. 

Yf t the Heov^m^brbid 

Thai) ve ahauld^gll _on passi on to coolront 
The brutal with the brutal an J, amiS ■ 

Thi? ripening world ,_augge6tji lion-bunt 
And lion'a-Tengeaiice fur the wrongs men did 

Apr! ijft png, though the speara are" getting blunt. 
We only call, because tbe sight and proof 

Of lion-strength hurts nothing ; and to abow 
A liou-beart, and measure paw with hoof, 

Helps something, even, and will instruct a foe 
Aa well as tbe onslaught, how to stand aloof : 

Or elae the world gets past the mere brute blow 
Or given or taken. Children uae the fist 

Until they are of age to uae the brain; 
A nd 80 we nee ded Cteaars to aBsist 

Man's jnsticeTand Napoleons to es plain 
OSd's counsel, when a point was nearly missed, 

Until our generations should attain 
ChnSrra ta t ii r B nHflrer. iVot tha iFe. al as. 

A ttain already; but « . ainglp ini-b 

Wjj^ jaisa tn Innlc down oti thu flynrHflttiHn'a paafl 
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As knightly Eoland on the coward'a flinch : 
And, after choloroform and ether-gas, 

We find out slowly what the bee and finch 
Have ready found, through Nature's lamp in each, 

How to our races we may justify 
Our individual claims and, as we reach 

Our own grapes, bend the top vines to supply 
The children's Ti9es,^ow to fill a breach 

•^^tK nligg-ln-Mni-lipr hnw tn .jiiHnp.h fk lift 

Wilihtruth, a nd amite a foe upon th e cheek 
With Ch riat'a moat conquering kiss. Why, these 

Worth B, frrpat; nuti'nTi'a flniliTiff, tfi prnve Wftfllf 

The ' glorioua arma ' of military kings. 
An d so wi th wide embrace, my Englandj seek 

To stifle the bad h^atiiui.flickeringB 
Of thia W£rld's false and nearly expended fire I 

Draw palpitating arrows to the wood. 
And twang abroad thy high hopes and thy higher 

Hesolves, from that most virtuo ua_ alt ituoaP ' 
^i^ r*"*"'""" °''p1I iiTH'"' ^ctouBlj aspire 

"B y looking up to thee, and learn that good 
An d glory are not different. Announce la w 

By freedom ; exalt chivalry by pea ce ; 
I nB&uct how clear caJm eyes can ove rawe. 

And how pure ha nds, atretclied wimply to releaBe 
A bond-slave, will not need a sword to dr aw 

To b e held dreadfht \ my Enpla nj. creaae 
Thy purple with no alien agonies 
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No Blruggles toward encroachment, no vile war ! 
Disband thy captainB, change thy victoriea, 

Be henceforth prosperous ae the angels are. 
Helping, not humblingf 

DrumB and battle-crioB 

Go out in muaic of the morning-star — 
And soon we sh all Ifn.vB thinkBTfi in the place 
J Of fighterB, e ach found able as a man 

To Btrike electric influence through a race. 

Unstayed by city-wall and barbican. 
The poet ahall look grander io the face 

Than even of old, (when lie of Greece began 
To sing ' that Achillean wrath which slew 

So many heroes,') — seeing he shall treat 
The deeds of souls heroic toward the true, 

The oracleB of life, previsions aweet 
' And awful like divine swans gliding through 

White arms of Ledas, which will leave the heat 
Of their escaping godship to endue 

The human medium with a^ieavenly flush. 

■,\ Meanwhile, in this same Italy we want 
.1 Kot popular paBsion, to arise and crush, 
J j But popular conBcien(ie,"wtrMl may covenant 
\ For what it knows. Concede ■witliout a blush, 
To grant t he ' civ ic guardt^is not to granr 

Those lappets on your BhQuld t;ra citizens, 

,. r.„,gic 
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Y onr eyes strain after sidewaya till they atlie, 
(While still, in admi rations and amen a, 

TfagTirowd comes up on fegta-dajB to t ake 
• T he preat aigbt in) — are not in telligence, 

Not cour age even— alas, if no t the'siga 
Ot some thing very noble, they are nou ght j 

For every day ye dress your sallow kine 
With fringes down their cheeks, though unbesought 

Thfy Inll t^ipji- Tipnvy hpada anrl dtag the Wine 

An d bear the wooden yoke as they were_taught 

T he first d ay. "W^i-if ya ^".wj JS 'fj rht — indeed 
N at H\ inH(rlit — (ye may well look up surpriBed 

To those unfathomable heavens that feed 
Tour purple hills) — bu t Ood' a ligM organized 

In some high soul, crowned capsMe^tiLlead 
The consfio iie peopJ e, consc io us an d a dvised, — 

For if we lift a people lite mere clay. 
It falls the same. We want thee, O iiT)fn y ii j 

And sovran teacher ! if thy beard be grey 
Or black, we bid thee rise up from the ground 

And speak the word God giveth thee to say. 
Inspiring into all this people round, 
_ Instead of passion, thought, which pipneers , . 
All generoua passion, purifi^^from sin, 

And stnkMthe hourfor. Eiae up, teacher 1 here's 
A crowd to make a nation ! — best begin 

By making each a man, till all be peers 
Of earth's true patriots and pure martyrs in 

Knowing and darinf^. Best unbar the doors 
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Wbicli Peter's heirs keep locked ho otbtcIosb 

They only let the mice across the floors, 
While every churchman dangles, aa he goes. 

The great key at hie girdle, and abhors 
lu Christ's name, meekly. Open wide the house. 

Concede the entrance with Christ's liberal mind, 
And set the tables with His wine and bread, 

'^Vj^lltJ_'l^nl•nmlln^ in hnth kinds?' In every kin d — 
Wine, wafer, love, hope, truth, unlimited, 

IN oinmg Kepi oacn. t or wtien a Mair is blind 
To atarligiit, will he see the rose TT red l" ~ 

A bondsman stiivermg at a JeSUlI'S foot — 

' Ttel mea Culpal'— jar^'^^h'lin tn fitiflnd 



His titles by the balance in his hand, 
' w ei ghmg them ' euo jure.' Tend the root 

If careful of th e branches, and expan d 
"'*''? llirifr Pn"^? "^'"■'" ^^f"-^ y^y afcw'pA 

For civic heroes. 

But the teacher, where P 

From all these crowded faces, all alive, 
Eyes, of their own lids flashing th ems e ivea bare^ 

And brows that with a mobile life contrive 
A deeper shadow, — may we in no wise dare 

To put a finger out and touch a man. 
And cry ' this is the leader ' P What, all these I 

Broad heads, black eyes, — yet not a soul that ran 
From God down with a message P all, to please 
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The donna waving meaaures with ber fan, 
And not the jiidgmont-angel oa hie kneea, 

^The tru mpet just an inch off from bis Hpa) 
Who when he hreathea neit^will^ut out the Bunrl 

Tet manlind'a self were foundered in eclipse, 
If lacking doera, with great works to be done; 

And lo, the startle d earth already dips 
Back into light j a better dar'a begun ; • 

And soon this leader, teacher, will stand plun. 
And Build the golden pipes and synthesize 

This people-organ for a holy strain . 
"W e hold this bo-pe. . aod stOl in all these eyes, ' ' 

QoBounding for the deep look which shall drwu 
S ufiused thought into channelled unt erni'isc; — 

Where is the teacher ? What now may he do, 
Who shall do greatly P Doth he gird his waist 

With a monk's rope, like Luther ? or pursue 
The goat, like Tell f or dry his nets in haste, 

Like Masauiello wheu the sky was blue ? 
Seep house, like other peasants, with inlaced 

Bare brawny arms about a farourite child, 
And meditative looks beyond the door, 

(But not to mark the kidling's teeth have filed 
The green shoots of his vine which last year bore 

Full twenty bunches,) or, on triple-piled 
Throne-velvets sit at ease to bless the poor, 

Like other pontifis, in the Poorest's name ? 
The old tiara keeps itself aslope 

,. t;„,gic 



268 OABA OHIDI VISDOWa. 

TJpoQ hia steady brows which, all the same, 
Beod mildlf to permit the people's hope ? 

Whatever hand shall grasp this oriflamme, 

Whfttjavfir mai^ flaat-. ppaaun t or firat pop e 

S eeking to free his countr vJBhall appear, 
Tm^J^ 1gf»l, ptriVp firg I'nfn the masaea, fill 

These empty bladders with fine air, insphera 
TliPHii Y/Q ]8 into a tmitv of wilL ~ 

And make of Italy a nation — dear 
AnjTilfiiJB nfr hnThat i"°" ' *!"■ •"■gs^y,|^ p,>.nl 1 kjlj 

N o leaf the earth lets grow fo rhim. and Death 
Sha ll cast him back upon the lap of L ife ' 

To live more surely, in a clarion-brea th 
Of h ero-mnsic. Brutus with the knife . 

BJenzi with the fasces, throb beneath 
BomeT' fetoD ea,-— and lUOW wno mrew away joy's 
^e 

Tnfcp Pb.IIbh^ tihftt tVia beauty of their s ouls 
Mighteverjliina-uiittQlibledaEd entire : 

Butif it can be true that he who rolls 
The Church's thunders, will reserve her fire 

For only light, — from eucharistic bowla 
Will pour new life for nation s that em pire, 

An frBid the scarlet of his papal ve st 
To f n'ril thf. weak loins of bis coun trywien. — 

I hold that ^'' ""rpniiiiPH a.11 thu i-AHt: 

Of Romans, heroes, pa triots ; and that when 
H e sat down on the throne, he d ^poisesaed 
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T he first gr avea of someg lory. See again. 

This couiitry-aaTiag is a glor ioua thing: 
Arid if a common man achieved it r" well, 
""iaay, a ric h man did ? eicelleut. A ki ng p 
That grows sublime. A priest? imprflbi ible. 

"A pope ? A h, there -we stop, and cannot bring 
Our'fafth up to the leap, with history's bell 

S^'E eB.vy round the neck of it — albeit" 
W p fain woiilfl ffrant the p naBihilitv 

For thg sake, Pto M"on o 1 

Stretch thy feet 
In that case — I will kiss them reverently 

As any pilgrim to the papal seat : 
And, Bueh proved possible, thy throne to me 

Shall seem as holy a place as Fellico'e 
Venetian dungeon, or as Spielberg's grate 

At which the Lombard woman hung the rose 
Of her sweet soul by ita own dewy weight. 

To feel the dungeon round her sunshine close. 
And pining bo, died early, yet too late 

For what she suffered. Tea, 1 will not choose 
Betwiit thy throne, Pope Pius, and the spot 

Marked red for ever, spite of rains and dews, 
Wliere Two fell riddled by the Aostrian'a shot, 

The brothers Bandiera, who accuse. 
With one same mother-voice and face (that what 

They speak may be invincible) the sins 
Of earth's tormentors before God ihe just, 

,. r.„,gic 
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Until the imconBcious thunder-bolt begins 
To looeen in His graap. 



And yet y 



R fjjtrp, nnil ma.rlt thu natural Viijin anil irin a 

O f circumstance and office, and diBtrust 
^.. The ricli man reasoning in a poor man'a but , 
The poet who neglects pure truth to prove 
StatJHt.i p fiuit , thu i-ljj l d who leavea a nit 

F or a emOfitlier ma rl, I.TiB pripBl; ff}in vnipa hia gloTe 

^halea no grace, the prince who walks afoof] " 

T he woman who ] ]nn Bgnm bIip will nnt. \nvpi^~ 

An d this Winth Fiue in Seventh Gregory's chair, 
"With A ndrea Doria's forehe ad I 

Count what goes 

To mating up a pope, before he wear 
That triple crown- We pass the world>wide throes 

Which went to make the popedom, — the despair 
Of free men, good men, wise men; the dread shows 

Of women's faces, by the faggot's flash 
Tossed out, to the minutest stir and throb 

0' the white lips, the least tremble of a lash, 
To glut the red stare of a licensed mob ; 

The short mad cries down oubliettes, and plash 
So horribly far off; priests, trained to rob. 

And kings that, hke encouraged nightmares, sate 
On nations' hearts most beavUy distressed 

With monstrous sights and apophthegms of faim — 
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We pass these thinge, — because ' tbe times ' aro preat 

With ueceasary charges of the weight 
Of all this siu, and ' Calvin, for tbe rest. 

Made bold to burn Servetus. Ah, men err !' — 
And so do ehurekea I which ia all we mean 

To bring to proof in any register 
Of theological fat kine and lean : 

So drive them back into the pens 1 refer 
Old sins (with pourpoint, ' quotha ' and ' I ween,') 

Entirely to the old times, the old times ; 

fffir pvpr hbIt iy]|y tihjfl pfopniiil grant. 

In fallible pure Church could act h er chimes 
Moa t loudly then, juat then. — most lubil amt, 

^f1''' ^ply f-^T-'i. wTiPTi manlrinil etiuul in I'l-im pa 

Full heart- deep.andHeaven'sj udgments were not a c ant . 

Inquire still leaa , what aignifies a chtirc h 
Of perfect i napiration and pure law s 

'W ho bums ths ji r pt' ""t" yil'b a brimatone-tor ch. 
And grinds the aecond, bone by bone, becau se 

''PRpT-imf-H, ihraoAtli^ aw iiaoH tn mpV sat A Hpnn-Ji I 

"WTi at ia a holy fihur ch unless abe awes 

T he times down ft om tbeir ains i* IJid Christ select 
Such amiable times, to c 



L ove to, and mercy? The whole worldwerew re eke d 
If every mere great man, who lives to reach 

A little leaf of popular respect, 
Attained not simply by some special breach 

In the age's custom a, by some precedence 
In thought and act, which, having proved him higher 
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Thim tlinae Tib liv eJ ^H-h pr-fn^ hi. ■■^. pot^n^ 
In Ee lpipg them to wonder and asp ire. 

My words are guiltless of the bigot'e aenae. 
My Boul haa fire to mingle with the fire 

Of all these souls, within or out of doore 
Of Home's church or another. I believe 

lu one Priest, and one templewith its^oors 
Of BhtelHgjaiper gloom'd at mom and eve 

■Hy countleas knees of earnest auditors, 



And crystal w alla too lucid to percei ve, 

'I'ba t none may take the mea sure of the place 
And sav. ' So far th ft pn..pliyT-y^ *^*"ni tFTfttT!* — 

T o this ma rk mercy goes, and there ends grace,' 
Thni^jT). atHii tiiB pfd-ip eable crystals hin t — 

At some white starry distance, bathed in apace. 
I f eel how nature's lce-<ifU8tS kenn Lhu di itt — 

Of nnderspringB of silent Deity. 
I bolcTthe articulated poapels which 

Show Christ among us crucified on tree. 
I love all who love truth, if poor or rich 

In what they have won of truth poase asively. 
Up altars and no hands defiled with pitch 

S hall scare me off, but X-"'il^ Pffly ^ 5 ^ ^at 
"Wit h all these— taking leave t.n phnnai' my bwph i — 

A nd aav at lajit , ' Tmir viaible i-TiiirpTif p rhpnt. 
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To leave which lures 

Of wider subject through paat 3'ear3, — behold, 
We come back from the popedom to the pope, 

1o ponder what be must be, ere we are bold 
For what he ma^ be, with our heavj hope 

To trust upon his aouL So, fold by fold. 
Explore thia mummy in the priestly cope, 

Tranamitted through the dai-ks of time, to catch 
The man witbia the wrappage, aud discern 

How he, an honest man, upon the watch 
Full fifty years for what a man may learn, 

Contiived to get just there ; with what a snatch 
Of old-world obeli he had to earn 

The passage through ; with what a drowsy sop, 
To drench the busy barkinga of his brain ; 

What ghosts of pale tradition, wreathed with hop 
'Gainst wakeful thought, he had to entertain 

For heavenly visions ; and consent to atop 
The clock at noon, and let the hour remain 

(Without vain windingB>up) inviolate 
Against all chiminga from the belfry. Lo, 

From every given pope you must abate, 
Albeit you love him, some things — good, you know — 

Which every given heretic you hate, 
Assumes for his, as being plainly bo. 

A pope must hold by popes a little, — jei. 
By councils, from Kicwa up to Trent, — 

By hierouratic empire, more or less 
Irresponsible to men,— he must resent 
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Each man's particular conacience, and repress 
Inquiry, meditation, argument. 

As tyrants faction. Also, he must not 
Love trut h too dangerously, but prefer ~ 

_'The interests of the Church,' (because a blot 
Ib better than a rent ui miniver) — 

Submit to see the people swallow hot 
Husk- porridge, which his chartered churchmen stir 

Quoting the only true God'a epigraph, 
' Peed my lambs, Peter !' — must consent to sit 

Attesting with hia pastoral ring and staff 
To such a picture of our Lady, hit 

Off well by artist-angels, (though not half 
As fair as Giotto would have painted it) — 

To such a vial, where a dead man's blood 
Suns yearly warm beneath a churchman's finger, — 

To such a holy house of atone and wood, 
Whereof a cloud of angels was the bringer 

From Bethlehem to Loreto. Were it good 
For any pope on earth to be a flinger 

Qi atones against these high-niched counterfeits P 
Apostates only are iconoclaata. 

He darea not say, while this false thing abets 
That true thing, 'this is false.' He keepa his 
fasts 

And prayers, as prayer and &st were silver frets 
To change a note upon a string that lasts, 

And make a lie a virtue. Now, if he 
Did more than this, higher hoped, and braver dared. 



t;.H,gif 
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I think he were a pope in jeopardy, 
Or no pope ratlier, for hie truth had barred 

The vanltiag of his life, — and certainly, 
If he do only this, mankind's regard 

Moves on from him at once, to aeek some new 
Teacher and leader. He is good and great 

According to the deeds a pope can do ; 
Most liberal, save those bonds ; affectionate. 

As princes may be, and, aa priests are, true ; 
But only the ninth Fins after eight, 

When all's praised most. At beet and bopefullest, 
He's pope — we want a manj his heart beats warm. 

But, like the prince enchanted to the waist, 
He sits in stone and hardens by a charm 

Into the marble of his throne high-placed. 
Mild benediction waves hia saintly arm — 

So, good ! but what we want's a perfect man, 
Complete and all alive : half travertine 

Half suits our need, and ill subserves our plan. 
Feet, knees, nerves, sinews, energies divine 

Were never jet too much for men who ran 
In such hard ways as must be this of thine, 

Deliverer whom we seek, whoe'er thou art. 
Pope, prince, or peasant I If, indeed, the first. 

The noblest, therefore I since the heroic heart 
Within thee must be great enough to burst 

Those trammels buckling to the baser part 
Thy saintly peers in Borne, who crossed and cursed 

With the same finger. 

.. CuugW 
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Come, appear, be found. 
If pope or peasant, come ! we bear the cock. 

The courtier of the mountains when first crowned 
With golden dawn ; and orient glories flock 

To meet the sun upon the highest ground. 
Take voice and work ! we wait to hear thee knock 

At some one of our Florentine nine gates, 
On each of which was imaged a sublime 

Face of a Tuscan genius, which, for hate's 
And love's sake, both, our Florence in her prime 

Turned boldly on all comers to her states, 
As heroes turned their shields in antique time 

Emblazoned with honourable acts. And though 
The gates are blank now of such images, 

And Petrarch looks no more from Nicolo 
Toward dear Aiezzo, 'twiit the acacia-trees, 

Hor Dante, from gate Gallo — atill we know, 
Despite the razing of the blazonries, 

Eeraains the consecration of the shield : 
The dead heroic faces will start out 

On all these gates, if foee should take the field, 
And blend sublimely, at the earliest shout. 

With living heroes who will scorn to yield 
A hair's-breadth even, when, gazing round about. 

They find in what a glorious company 
They fight the foes of Florence. Who will grudge. 

His one poor life, when that great man we see 
Has given five hundred years, the world being judge 

To help the glory of his Italy p 
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"Wlio, bora the fiiit aide of the Alps, "(pill budgov^ 

Wlien Dante stays, when Ariosto stays, 
When Petrarch stays iQjr ever^ Te bring awords, 

My Tuscans ? Ay, if wanted in tbia haze, 
Bring aworda : but first bring eoula 1 — bring thoughts 
and worda, 

TTnruated by a tear of yest erday's 
Yet awful by its wrong . — and c ut theife cprda. 

And mow this green lush falseness to the roots, 
And shut the mouth of hell below the swathe I 

And, if ye can bring songs too, let the lute's 
Eecoverable muaie aoftly bathe 

Some poet's hand, that, through all bursts and bruits 
Of popular passion, all unripe and rathe 

Convictions of the popular intellect, 
Te may not lack a finger up the air, 

Annunciative, reproring, pure, erect, 
To show which way your first Ideal bare 

The whiteness of its wings when (sorely pecked 
By falcons on your wrists) it unaware 

Arose up overhead and out of sight 

Meanwhile, let all the far ends of the world 
Breathe back the deep breath of their old delight, 

To swell the Italian banner juat unfurled. 
Help, lands of Europe I for, if Austria fight. 

The drums will bar your slumber. Had ye curled 
The laurel for your thousand artieta' brows. 

If these Italian handa had planted noneP 
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Cau any sit dovn idle in the house 
Nor hear appeals &om Buonarroti'a atone 

And BaSael's canvas, rouaing and to rouse ? 
Where'a Pouasin'e master ? OalUc Avignon 

Bred Laura, and Yaucluse's fount haa atirred 
The heart of France too atrongly, as it lets 

Its little stream out, (like a wizard's bird 
Which bounda upon ita emerald wing and weta 

The rocka on each aide) that ahe should not gird 
Her loiuB with Charlemagne's aword when foes beaet 

The country of her Petrarch. Spain may well 
Be minded how from Italy ahe caught. 

To mingle with her tinkling Mooriah bell, 
A fuller cadence and a subtler thought. 

And even the New World, the receptacle 
Of freemen, may send glad men, as it ought, 

To greet Vespucci Amerigo's door. 
Wtjilp.Ewglttiifl r)'*'""'i -byJira mp of poetry, 

Verona, Venice, the Bavenna-ahore, 
And dearer holds John Milton's Fiesole 

Than Langlande'a Malvern with the stars in flower. 

And Vallombrosa, we two went to see 
Laat June, beloved companion, — where subtime 

The mountains live in holy families, 

And the slow pinewoods ever climb and climb 

Half up their breasts, just stagger as they seize 
Some grey crag, drop back with it many a time, 

And straggle blindly down the precipice. 
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The YallombroBaa brooka were Btrewn as thick 
That Jime-daj, knee-deep with dead beechen leaves, 

As Milton saw them ere his heart grew sick 
And his eyes blind. I think the monks and beeves . 

Are all the same too: scarce hare they changed 
the wick 
On good St. Gualbert'e altar which receives 

The convent's pilgrims ; and the pool in front 
(Wherein the hill-etream trout are cast, to wait 

The beatinc vision and the grunt 
Used at refectory) keeps ita weedy state. 

To baffle saintly abbots who would count 
The fish across their breviary nor 'bate 

The measure of their steps. waterfalls 
And forests! sound and silence 1 mountains bare 

That leap up peak by peak and catch the palls 
Of purple and silver mist to rend and share 

With one another, at electric calls 
Of life in the sunbeams, — till we cannot dare 

Fix . your shapes, count your number t we must 
think 
Tour beauty and your glory helped to fill 

The cup of Milton's soul so to the brink, 
He never more was thirsty when God's will 

Had shattered to his sense the last chain-link 
By which he had drawn from Nature's visible 

The fresh well-water. Satisfied by this. 
He sang of Adam's paradise aad gpiiled, 

Hemembering YallombroBa. Therefore is 
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The place divine to English man and child, 
And pUgrims leave their souls here in a kisG. 

For Italy's the whole earth's treaaury, piled 

With rereriea of gentle ladies, flung 
Aside, like ravelled silk, from life's worn stuff; 

With coins of scholars' fancy, which, being rung , 
On work-day counter, still sound silver-proof; 

In short, with all the dreams of dreamers young. 
Before their beads have time for slipping off 

Hope's pillow to the ground. How oft, indeed, 
We've sent our bouIb out from the rigid north, 

On bare white feet which would not print nor bleed, 
To climb the Alpine passes and look forth. 

Where booming low the Lombard rivers lead 
To gardens, vineyards, all a dream is worth, — 

Sights, thou and I, Love, have seen afterward 
Prom Tuscan Belloaguardo, wide awake,* ■ ^ 

When, standing on the actuaLblesse^award^j 
Where Galileo stood at nights to take 

The vision of the stars, we have foimd it bard. 
Gazing upon the earth and heaven, to make 

A choice of beauty. 

Therefore let us all 
Befreshed in England or in other land. 

By visions, with their fountain-rise and fall, 

is built OD nil aminence 
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Of this earth's darling, — we, who understand 

A little how the Tuscan musical 
Towels do round themaelves aa if they planned 

Eternities of separate sweetness, — we. 
Who loved Sorrento vines in picture-hook, 

Or ere in wine-cup we pledged faith or glee, — 
Who loved Eome's wolf with demi-gods at suck. 

Or ere we loved truth's own divinity, — 
Who loved, in brief, the classic hill and brook, 

And Ovid's dreaming tales and Petrarch's song, 
Or ere we loved Love's self even, — let ua give 

The blessing of our souls, (and wish them strong 
To bear it to the height where prayers arrive. 

When ftuthful spirits pray against a wrong,) 
To this great cause of southern men who strive 

In Ood's name for man's rights, and shall not fail ! 

Behold, they shall not fail. The shouts ascend 

Above the shrieks, in Naples, and prevail. 
Bows of shot corpses, waiting for the end 

Of burial, seem to smile up straight and pale 
Into the azure air and apprehend 

That final gun-flash from Palermo's coast 
Which lightens their apocalypse of death. 

So let them die ! The world shows nothing lost j 
Therefore, not blood. Above or underneath, 

What matter, brothera, if ye keep your post 
On duty's side ? Ah sw orj. retjirns to sheath, 

So dust to grave, but souls find place in Heaven. 
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Heroic daring ia the true Buccesg. 

The euchoristic bread requires no leaven ; 
And though your ends were hopelesa, we should bless 

Tour cause as holy. Strive — and, having etriveu, 
Take, for (Hod's recompense, that rigbteousuess ! 



1 1VB0TS a meditation and a dream, 

Hearing a little child sing in the street: 
I leant upon his music as a theme. 

Till it gave way beneath my heart's full beat 
Which tried at an exultant prophecy 

But dropped before the measure was complete — 
Alas, for Bongs and hearts ! Tuscany, 

O Dante's Florence, is the type too plain ? 
■ Didst thou, too, only sing of liberty 

As little children take up a high strain 
"With unintentioued voices, and break off 

To sleep upon their mothers' knees again ? 
- Couldst thou not watchonehouif then, sleep enough — 

That sleep may hasten m^ho^d,a^ sustain 
The faint pale spirit with some ntusoullir stuff. 

Bat we, who cannot slumber as thou dost. 
We thinkers, who have thought for thee and fuled. 
We hopers, who have hoped for tbee and lost, 
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We poets, wandered round by dreams,* who hailed 

From this Atrides' roof (with lintel-post 
Which atill drips blood, — the worse part hath prevailed) 

The fire-Toice of the beacooB to declare 
Troy taken, sorrow ended, — cozened through 

A crimaon sunset in a miaty air, 
What now r emains for su ch as we, to fSS? 

th>a.'s judgments, peradventure, will He bare 
To the roots of thunder, if we kneel and aue P 

From Casa Guidi windows I looked forth, ' 

And saw ten thousand eyes of Florentinea i 

Flash back the triumph of the Lombard north,— , ' 
Saw fifty banners, freighted with the signs 

And exultations of the awakened earth. 
Float on above the multitude in lines. 

Straight to the Pitti. So, the vision went. 
And so, between those populous rough hands 

Saised in the sun, Duke Leopold outleant. 
And took the patriot's oath which henceforth stands 

Among the oaths of perjurers, eminent 
To catch the lightnings ripened for these lands. 

Why swear at all, thou false Duke Leopold ? 
What need to swear ? What need to boast thy blood 

Unspoilt of Austria, and thy heart unsold 
Away from Florence? It was understood 

God made thee not too vigorous or too bold; 

* See the opening passage of the AgamenmoD of ^Bchjlua. 
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And men had patience vith thy quiet mood, 

And women, pity, as they eaw tbee pace 
Their fcBtive atreets with premature grey hairs. 

We turned the mild dejection of thy face 
To princely meanings, took thy wrinkling carea 

For ruffling hopes, and called thee weak, not baae. 
Nay, better lij^ht the torches for more prayers 

And smoke the pale Madonnas at the shrine, 
Being still 'our poor &rand-duke,oiir good Grand-duke, 

' Who cannot help the Austrian in his line,' — ' 
Than write an oath upon a nation's book 

For men to spit at with scorn's blurring brine ! 
Who darea forgive what none can overlook ? 

For me, I do repent me in this dost 
Of towns and temples which makes Italy, — 

I sigh amid the sighs which breathe a gust 
Of dying century to century 

"Arbiind us on the uneven crater-crust 
Of these old worlds, — I how my soul and knee. 

J Absolve me, patriota, of my .woman's fault 
TKltever I believed the man was true! 

These sceptred strangers shun the common salt. 
And, therefore, when the general board's in view 

And they stand up to carve for blind and halt. 
The wise suspect the viands which ensue. 

I much repent that, in this time and place 
Where many corpse-lights of experience bum 

From Ciesar'a and Lorenzo's festering race. 
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To enligliten groping reasonere, I could loam 

Ko better coimBel for a Bimple case 
Than to put fiuth in princes, in m; turn. 

Had all the death>piles of the ancient years 
_J!lareii.UE in Vain before me ? knew I oot 

What Btenob arises from some purple gears P 
And bow the aceptres witness whence tbey got 

Their briar-wood, crackling through the atmoap here's 
Foul smoke, hj princely peijuries, kept hot F 

Foi^ve me, ghosts of patriots, — Brutua, thou. 
Who traileat downhill into life again 

Thy blood-weighed cloak, to indict me with thy slow 
Beproachful eyes! — for being taught in vain 

That, while the illegitimate Cnsars show 
Of meaner stature than the first full strain, 

(Confessed incompetent to conquer Gaul) 
They swoon as feebly and cross Bubicona 

As rashly as any Julius of them all I 
Forgive, that I forgot the mind which runs 

Through absolute races, too uusceptical ! 
I saw the man among his little sons. 

His lips were warm with kisses wbOe he swore; 
And I, because I am a woman, I, , I 

Who felt my own child's coming life before ' y 

The prescience of my soul, and held fiuth high, — | : 

I could not, bear to think, whoever bore, ! 

That lips, so warmed, could shape ao cold a lie. j 

From Casa Guidi windows I looked out, 

r. ..vGoOglc 
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Again looked, sod beheld a different sight. 

The Duke had fled before the people's shout 
' Long live the Duke I' A people, to epeak right, 

Must speak as soft as courtiers, lest a doubt 
.Should curdle brows of gracious sorereigus, white. 

Moreover that same dangerous shouting meant 
Some gratitude for future favours, which 

Were only promised, the Constituent 
Implied, the whole being subject to the hitch 

In 'motu proprios,' very incident 
To all these Czara, from Paul to Paulovitch. 

Whereat the people rose up in the dust 
Of the ruler's fljiog feet, and shouted still 

And loudly ; only, this time, as was just, 
Kot * Live the Duke,' who had fled for good or ill. 

But ' Live the People,' who remained and must, 
The unrenoiinced and unrenoucceable. 

Long live the people I How they lived ! and boiled 
Aud bubbled in the cauldron of the street: 

How the young blustered, nor the old recoiled. 
And what a thunderous stir of tongues and feet 

Trod flat the palpitating bella and foiled 
The joy-guns of their echo, shattering it ! 

How down they pulled the Duke's arms everywhere I 
How up they aet new caffi- signs, to show 

Where patriots might sip ices in pure air — 
(The &eBh paint smelling somewhat) 1 To and fro 

How marched the civic guard, and stopped to stare 
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WTien boys broke windows in a civic glow ! 

How rebel songs were snng to loyal tunes. 
And biahopa cursed in ecclesiastic metres : 

How all the Circoli grew large as mooDB,- 
And all the speakers, moonstruck, — thtmkful greeters 

Of prospects which struck poor the ducal boons, 
A mere free Press, and Chambers ! — fi-ank repeaters 

Of great Guerazii's praises — ' There's a man. 
The father of the land, who, truly great, 

Takes off that national disgrace and ban, 
The farthing tax upon our Morence-gate, 

And sares Italia as he only can !' 
How all the nobles fled, and would not wait. 

Because they were most noble, — which being ho, 
How liberals vowed to bum their palaces. 

Because free Tuscans were not free to go ! 
How grown men raged at Austria's wickedness, - 

And smoked, — while fifty striplings in a row 
Marched straight to Piedmont for the wrong's redress! 

You say we failed in duty, we who wore 
Black velvet like Italian democrats, 

"Who slashed our sleeves like patriots, nor forswore 
The true republic in the form of hats ? 

We chased the arebbiahop from the Duomo-door, 
We chalked the walls with bloody caveats 

Against all tyrants. If we did not fight 
Exactly, we fired muskets up the air 

To show that victory was ours of right. 
Wo met, had free discussion everywhere 

r. ...j.vGoogIc 
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(Except prahapa i' the Chambers) daj and night 
We proved the poor should be employed,., .that's fair, — 

And yet the rich not worked for anywise, — 
Pay certified, yet payers abrogated, — 

Full work secured, yet liabilities 
To over-work excluded, — not one bated 

Of all our holidays, that still, at twice 
Or tbrice a week, are moderately rated. 

We proyed that Austria was dislodged, or would 
Or should be, and that Tuscany in arms 

Should, would dislodge her, ending the old feud; 
And yet, to leave our piazias, shops, and farms. 

For the simple sake of fighting, was not good — 
We proved that also. ' Did we carry charms 

Against being killed ourselves, that we should rueb 
On killing others P what, desert herewith 

Our wives and mothers p^was that duty ? tush !' 
At which we shook the sword within the sheath 

Like heroes— only louder; and the flush 
Ban up the cheek to meet the future wreath. 

Way, what we proved, we shouted — how we shouted, 
(Especially the boys did) boldly planting 

That tree of liberty, whose fruit ia doubted, 
Because the roots are not of nature's granting I 

A tree of good and evil: none, without it. 
Grow gods [ alas and, with it, men are wanting t 

holy knowledge, holy liberty, 
O holy rights of nations I If I speak 

,. r.„,gic 



CASA, GUtDl WINDOWS. 2S9 

These bitter tilings againat the jugglery 
Of dajB that in your names proved blind and woak, 

It is that tears are bitter, Wben we see 
The brown skulls grin at death in chorcbyards bieak, 

"We do not cry, ' This Torick ia too light,' 
For death grows deathlier with that mouth he makes. 

So with my mocking : bitter things I write 
Because my soul is bitter for your sakes, 

freedom! my Florence! I'k ^-t ^.-i 

Men who might 
Do greatly in a universe that breaks 

And bums, must ever know before they do. 
Courage and patience are but sacrifice ; 

And sacrifice is offered for and to 
Something conceived of. Each man pays a price 

For what himself counts precious, whether true 
Or false the appreciation it implies. 

But here, — no knowledge, no conception, nought ! 
Desire was absent, that provides great deeds 

From out the greatness of prevenient thought ; 
And action, action, like a fiame that needs 

A steady breath and fuel, being caught 
Up, like a burning reed firom other reeds, 

Flashed in the empty and uncertain air, 
Then wavered, then went out. Behold, who blames 

A crooked course, when not a goal is there 
To round the fervid striving of the games ? 

An ignorance of means may minister { \ 
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To greatneaa, but an ignoram'e of ainia 

Ma k ea Jt JmpoB sih^g |jq h- p-rfflt| at nil. 
So, with our Tuscans! Let uone dare to say, 

' Here virtue never can be national ; 
Here fortitude can never cut a way 

Between the Austrian muskets, out of thrall : 
I tell yoQ ratber that, whoever may 

Discern true ends here, shall grow pure enough 
^o love them, brave enough to strive for them. 

And strong to reach them though the roads be rough : 
That having leomt — by no mere apophthegm — 

n^ot just the draping of a graceful stuff 
About a statue, broidered at the hem, — 

Hot just the trilling on an opera-stage 
Of ' liberty ' to bravos — (a fair word, 

Yet too allied to inarticulate rage 
And breathless sobs, for singing, though the chord 

Were deeper than they struck it) but the gauge 
Of civil wants sustained and wrongs abhorred, 

The serious sacred meaning and full use 
Of freedom for a nation, — then, indeed. 

Our Tuscans, underneath the bloody dews 
Of some new morning, rising up agreed 

And bold, will want no Saion houIh or thews 
To sweep their piazzas clear of Austria's breed. 

Alas, alas 1 it was not so this time. 
Conviction was not, courage failed, and truth 
Was something to be doubted of. The mime 
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Changed uiashB, because a mime. The tide qb Bmooth 

Tu rmmiiig la as out, no aenee ol' crime 
Because no sense of virtue, — sudden ruth 

Seized on the people : they would have again 
Tbeir good Orand-doke and leave Onerazzi, though 

He took that tax &om Florence. ' Much in vain 
He takes it from the market-carts, we trow, 

Wliile urgent that no market-men remain, 
But all march off and leave the spade and plough, 

To die among the Lombards. Was it thus 
He dear paternal Duke did P Live the Duke ! ' 

At which the joy-bella multitudinous. 
Swept bj an opposite wind, as loudly shook. 

Call back the mild archbishop to bis bouse. 
To bless the people with hia frightened look, — 

He shall not yet be hanged, you comprehend ! 
Seize on Guerazzi ; guard him in full view, 

Or else we stab him in the back, to end I 
Bub out those chalked devices, set up new 

The Duke's arms, doff your Phrygiau caps, and 
mend 
The pavement of the piazzas broke into , 

By barren poles of freedom : smooth the vray 
!For the ducal carriage, lest his highness sigh 

' Here trees of liberty grew yesterday !' 
' Long live the Duke 1 ' — bow roared the cannonry. 

How rocked the bell-towers, and through thickening 
spray 
Of nosegays, wreaths, and kercluefs tossed on high. 
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How marclied the civic guArd, the people still 
Being good at Bbouts, eapecially the boys I 

Alas, poor people, of an unfledged will 
Most fitly espresaed by such & callow voice I 

Alae, Btill poorer Duke, incapable 
Of being worthy even of so much noise I 

You think he came back inatantly, with thanks 
And tears in his faint eyea, and hands extended 

To stretch the franchise through their utmost ranks P 
That having, like a father, apprehended, 

He came to pardon fatherly those pranks 
Flayed out and now in filial service ended ? — 

That some love-token, like a prince, he threw 
To meet the people's love-call, in return f 

W^, how he came I will Ttia.be to you ; 
And if your hearte should bum, why, hearts ffluaf burn, 

To make the ashes which things old and new 
Shall be washed clean in — aa this Duke will learn. 

From Casa G-uidi windows gazing, then, 
I saw and witness how the Duke came back. 

The regular tramp of horse and tread of men 
Did smite the silence like an anvil black 

And sparklesB. With her wide eyes at full strain, 
Our Tuscan nurse exclaimed, ' Alack, alack, 

;nora! these shall be the Austrians.' ' Nay, 
Be still,' I answered, ' do not wake the child 1 ' 

— For so, my two-months' baby sleeping lay 

r. . . .Google 
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In milly dreams upon the bed and smiled, 

And I thought, ' he shaD sleep on, while he may, 
Throagh the world's baseness : not being yet defiled, 

Why should he be disturbed by what is done P ' 
Then, gazing, I beheld the long-drawn street 

Lire out, from end to end, full in the sun. 
With Austria's thousand ; sword and bayonet, 

Horse, foot, artillery, — cannons rolling on 
Like blind slow storm>c1ouds gestant with the heat 

Of undeveloped lightnings, each bestrode 
By a single man, dust-vbite from bead to heel, 

Indifibrent as the dreadful thing he rode. 
Like a sculptured Fate serene and terrible. 

As some smooth river which has overflowed. 
Will slow and silent down its current wheel 

A loosened forest, all the pinea erect. 
So swept, in mute signiflcance of storm. 

The marshalled thousands ; not an eye deflect 
To left or right, to catch a novel form 

Of Florence city adorned by architect 
And carver, or of Beauties live and warm 

Scared at the casements,— all, straightforward eyes 
Aud faces, held as steadfast aa tbeir swords. 

And cognizant of acts, not imageries. 
The key, Tuscans, too well flta the wards I 

Te asked for mimes, — these bring you tn^dies : 
For purple, — these shall wear it as your lords. 

Te played like children, — die like innocents. 
Te mimicked lightnings with a torch, — the crock 

I . . Gnoglc 
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Of tbe actual bolt, your pastime circnmTeuta. 
Te called up gboBte, belioTuig they were elack 

To follow any voice from G-ilboa'a tenta, . . 
Here's Samuel ! — and, so, G^rand-dukes come back ! 

And yet, they are no ppopheta thougb tbey come : 
That awful mantle, they are drawing close. 

Shall be searched, one day, by the shafts of Doom 
Through double folds now hoodwinking the brows. 

Besuscitated monarchs disentomb 
Grave-reptileB with them, in their new life-throes. 

Let such bewue. Behold, the people waits, 
Like Qod : as He, in His serene of might, 

So they, in their endurance of long straits. 
Te stamp no nation out, though day and night 

Te tread them with that absolute heel which grates 
And griods them flat from all attempted height. 

Ton kill worms sooner with a garden-spade 
Than you kill peoples : peoples will not die ; 

The tail curia stronger when you lop the head : 
They writhe at every wound and multiply 

And shudder into a heap of life that's made 
Thus vital &om Ood'a own vitality. 

"lis bard to shrivel back a day of God's 
Once filed for judgment; 'tie aa hard to change 

The peoples, when tbey rise beneath their loads 
And heave them from tbeir backs with violent wrench 

To crush the oppressor : for that judgment-rod 's 
The measure of this popular revenge. 

.... CuugW 
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Meanwhile, from Casa Guidi ^mdov^j vie 
Beheld the armameDt of Austria flow 

loto the drowning heart of Tuacany : 
And jet none wept, none cursed, or, if 'twaa so, 

They wept and cursed in silence. Silently 
Our noiay Tuacana watched the invading foe ; 

They had learnt silence. Fresaed againat the waU, 
And grouped upon the church-steps opposite, 

A few pale men and women stared at all. 
God knows what they were feetiug, with their white 

Constrained feces, they, so prodigal 
Of cry and gesture when the world goes right, 

Or wrong indeed. But here was depth of wrong. 
And here, atill water ; they were silent here ; 

And through that sentient silence, struck along 
That measured tramp from which it stood out clear. 

Distinct the sound and silence, like a gong 
At midnight, each by the other awfiiUer, — 

While every soldier in his cap displayed 
A leaf of olive. Dusty, bitter thing ! 
Was such plucked at Novara, is it said ? 

A cry is np in England, which doth ring 
The hollow world through, that for ends of trade 

And rirtue and God'a better worshipping. 

We henceforth should exalt the name of Peace 

And leave tboae rusty wars that eat the soul, — 
Besides their clippings at our golden fleece. 

I, too, have loved peace, and from bole to bole 
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Of immemorial undeciduons trees 
Would write, as lovers nae apon a scroll. 

The holy name of Peace and set it high 
Where none could pluck it down. On trees, 1 say, — 

Not upon gibhets ! — With the greenery 
Of dewy branches and the flowery May, 

Sweet mediation betwixt earth and sky 
l*rovidtng, for the ahepherd'H holiday. 

Not upon gibbets ! though the vulture leaves 
The bones to quiet, which he first picked bare. 

'Not npon dungeons ! though the wretch who grieves 
And groans within, lees stirs the outer air 

Than any little field-mouse stirs the sheaves. 
Tfot upon chain-bolts ! though the slave's despair 

Has dulled his helpless miserable brtun 
And left him blank beneath the freeman's whip 

To sing and laugh out idiocies of pain. 
Nor yet on starving homes I where many a lip 

Has sobbed itself asleep through curses vain. 
I love no peace which is not fellowship 

And which includes not mercy. X would have 
Bather the raking of the guns across 

The world, and shrieks against Heaven's architrave ; 
Bather the struggle in the slippery fosse 

Of dying men and horses, and the wave 
Blood-bubbling. . . . Enough said ! — by Christ's own 

And by this faint heart of my womanhood. 
Such things are better than a Peace that sits 
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Beside a hearth in aelf-cominended mood, 
And takes do thought how wind and rain by fits 

Are howling out of doors against the good 
Of the poor wanderer. "What 1 your peace admits 

OF outside anguish while it keeps at home ? 
I loathe to take its niitne upon my tongue. 

'Tia nowise peace ; 'tis treason, stiff with doom, — 
'Tia gagged despair and inarticulate wrong, 

Annihilated Poland, stifled Borne, 
Dazed Naples, Hungary fainting 'neath the thong, 

And Austria wearing a smooth olive-leaf 
On her brute forehead, whUe her hoois outpress 

The life from these Italian souls, in brief. 
Lord of Peace, who art Lord of Bighteouaness, 

Constrain the anguished worlds from sin and grief, 
Pierce them with conecien ce^^piirge them with redress, 

And give us peace which is no counterfeit ! 

But wherefore should we look out anymore 

From Casa Ouidi windows ? Shut tbem straight. 

And let ns sit down by the folded door. 
And veil our saddened faces and, eo, wait 

What next the judgment-heavens make ready for. 
J. have grown too weary of these windows, ^.y^te 

Come thick eoougfa and clear enough in thought, 
•JWithout' t¥e Bunaiiine ; souls have inner lights. 

And since the Grand-duke has come back and brought 
This army of the North which thus requites 

His filial South, we leave him to be taught. 

,. r.„,gic 
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His South, too, baa learnt Bomething certaiolj, 
Whereof the practice will bring profit eoon; 

And peradventure other eyes may aee, 
imm CaBft Q-uidi windows, what ia done 

Or undone. 'Whataoever deeds they be, 
Pope FiuB will be glorified in none. 

Record that gain, Mazzini ! — it shall top 
Some heights of sorrow. Peter's rock, so named,' 

Sb^ lure no Tesael any more to drop 
Among the breakers. Peter's chair is shamed 

Like any vulgar throne the nations top 
To pieces for their firewood unreclaimed, — 

And, when it bums too, we shall see as well 
In Italy as elsewhere. Let it bum. 

The cross, accounted still adorable, 
Is Christ's cross only ! — if the tbiei's would earn 

Some stealthy genuflexions, we rebel ; 
And here the impenitent thiefs has had its turn. 

As God knows ; and the people on their knees 
Scoff and toss back the crosiers stretched like yokes 

To press their heads down lower by degrees. 
So Italy, by means of these last strokes, 

Escapes the danger which preceded these, 
Of leaving captured hands in cloTen oaks, — 

Of leaving very souls within the buckle 
Whence hodies struggled outward, — of supposing 

That freemen may like bondsmen kneel und 
truckle, 
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Aud then stand up aa nsual, without losing 

An inch of stature. 

Those whom she-wolves suckle 
Will bite aa wolves do in the grapple-cbsing 

Of adverse interests. This at last is known, 
(Thsnk Pius for the lesBOn) that albeit 

Among the popedom's hundred heads of stone 
Which blink down on you from the roofs retreat 

In Siena's tiger-striped cathedral, Joan 
And Borgia 'mid their fellows you may greet, 

A harlot and a devil, — you will see 
Not a man, still leas angel, grandly set 

With open soul to render man more &ee. 
The fishers are still thinking of the net, 

And, if not thinking of the hook too, we 
Are counted somewhat deeply in their debt ; 

But that 's a rare case — so, by hook and crook 
They take the advant^;e, agonizing Christ 

By rustier nails than those of Cedron's brook, 
I' the people's body very cheaply priced, — 

And quote high priesthood out of Holy book. 
While buying death-fields with the sacrificed. 

Priests, priests, — there's no suchname! — God's own, 
except 
Ye take most vainly. Through heaven's lifted gate 

The priestly ephod in sole glory swept 
When Christ ascended, entered in, and sate 

(With victor face sublimely over wept) 
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At Deity's rigbt hand, to mediate 

He alone, He for ever. On Hia breaet 
The Urim and the Thummim, fed with fire 

From the full Godhead, flicker with the nnrest 
Of human pitiful heaitheate. Come up higher. 

All Ghriatiana t Len's tribe is dispoasest. 
That solitary alb ye shall admire, 

But not cast lots for. The last chrism, poured right, 
Was on that Head, and poured for burial 

And not for domination in men's sight. 
What are these churches F The old temple-wall 

Doth OTerlook them juggling with the sleight 
Of surplice, candlestick and altar-pall ; 

East church and west church, ay, north church and 
south, 
Bome's church and Englaud'a, — let them all repent, 

And make concordats 'twiit their soul and mouth, 
Succeed St. Paul by working at the tent. 

Become infallible guides by speaking truth, 
And excommunicate their pride that bent 

And cramped the souls of men. 

Why, even here. 
Priestcraft hums out, the twinSd linen blazes ; 

Not, like asbestos, to grow white and clear, 
But all to perish!— while the £re-smell raises 

To life some swooning spirits who, last year, 
Lost breath and heart in these church-stifled placea. 

Why, almost, through this Pius, we believed 
The priesthood could be an honest thing, he smiled 
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For hia o^ n gTanHrina', Showing now d 

His hireling hands, a better help's scfaieved 
Than if they blessed ns shepherd-lite and mild. 

False doctrine, strangl ed by its own amen . 
Dies in the throat of all this nation. Who 

Will speak a pope's name as they rise again ? 
What woman or what child will count him true ? 

What dreamer, praise him with the voice or pen ? 
What man, fight for him P — Pius takes bis due. 

Eecord that gain, Mazzini ! — Tes, but first 
Set down thy people's faults ; set down the want 

Of soul-convictiou ; set down aims dispersed, 
And incoherent means, and valour scant 

Because of scanty faith, and schisms accursed 
That wrench these brother-hearts from covenant 

With freedom and each other. Set down this, 
And this, and see to overcome it when 

The seasons bring the fruits thou wilt not misa 
If wary. IJet no cry of patriot men 

Distract thee from the stem analysis 
Of masses who cry only ! keep thy ken 

Clear as thy soul is virtuous. Heroes' blood 
Splashed up against thy noble brow in Borne ; 

I<et such not blind thee to an interlude 
Which was not also holy, yet did come 

"Twiit sacramental actions, — brotherhood 
Despised even there, and something of the doom 
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Of Bemmi in the trencheB. Liatea now — 
SoBsi died eilent near where Cssar died. 

Hb did not a&y, ' Mj Bnitus, is it thou ? ' 
But Italj unquestioned testified, 

' I killed him I I am BrutoB. — I avow.' 
At which the whole world's laugh of scorn replied, 

' A poor maimed copy of Brutus ! ' 

Too much like, 
Indeed, to be so unlike ! too unskilled 

At FbUtppi and the honest battle-pike, 
To be so skilful where a man is killed* 

Near Pompej's statue, and the daggers strike 
At unawares i' the throat. Was thus fulfilled 

An omen once of Michel Angelo ? — 
When Marcus Brutua he conceived complete, 

And strove to hurl him out by blow on blow 
TTpon the marble, at Art's thunderheat. 

Till haply (some pre-ehadow rising slow 
Of what his Italy would fancy meet 

To be called Bbutus) straight his plastic hand 
Fell back before his prophet-soul, and left 

A fragment, a maimed Brutua, — but more grand 
Than this, so named at Kome, was ! 

Let thy weft 

Present one woof and warp, Hazzini I Stand 
With no man hankering for a dagger's heft, 

No, not for Italy I— nor stand apart, 
No, not for the Bepublio ! — fiwrn those pure 

Brave men who bold the level of thy heart 

,, r.„,gic 
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In patriot truth, aa lover and as doer, 

Albeit they will not follow where thou art 

Ae extreme theorist. Tniet and distrust fewer ; 
And HO bind strong and keep unstained the cause 

Which (Clod's sign granted) war-trumps newly blown 
Shall yet annunciate to the world's applause. 

But now, the world is busy ; it has grown 

A Pair-going world. Imperial England draws 
The flowing ends of the earth from Pez, Canton, 

Delhi and Stockholm, Athena and Madrid, 
The Bussias and the vast Americas, 

As if a queen drew in her robes amid 
Her golden cincture, — isle?, peninsulas, 

Capes, continents, far inland countries hid 
By jasper-sands and hilla of chrysopras. 

All trailing in their splendours through the door 
Of the gorgeous Crystal Palace. Every nation. 

To eyery other nation strange of yore, 
Gives face to face the civic salutation. 

And holds up in a proud right hand before 
That congress the best work which she can fashion 

By her best means. ' Theae corals, will you please 
To match against your oaks ? They grow aa fast 

Within my wilderness of purple seas.' — 
' This diamond stared upon me as I passed 

(As a live god's eye from a marble frieze) 
Along a dark of diamonds. Is it classed F ' — 

'I wove theae stuffs so subtly that the gold 
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Swims to the surface of the silk like cream 

And curdles to fair patterns. Ye behold ! ' — 
'These delicatest muslips rather aeem 

Than be, y on think ? Nay, touch them and be bold, 
Though such veiled Chakhi's face in Kafiz' dream.' — 

' These carpets — you walk slow on them like kings. 
Inaudible lite spirits, while your foot 

Dips deep in velvet roaes and such things.' — 
' Even Apolloniua might commend this flute :* 

The music, winding through the stops, upsprings 
To make the player very rich : compute 1' 

' Here's goblet-glass, to take in with your wine 
The very sun its grapes were ripened under : 

Drink light and juice together, and each fine.' — 
'This model of a steam-ship moves your wonder P 

Tou should behold it crushing down the brine 
Like a blind Jove who feels his way with thunder.' — 

'Here's sculpture 1 Ah, uw live tool why not throw 
Our life into our marbles P Art has place 

For other artists after Angelo.' — 
' I tried to paint out here a natural face ; 

For nature includes fiafiiiel, as we know, 
Wot Bafltiel nature. Will it help my case P ' — 

' Methinka you will not match this steel of ours ! ' — 
' Nor you this porcelain 1 One might dream the clay 

* Philoatntna related of ApoUonioe how he objected to the 
mnfflcal inatnuneat of Liana the RhodUn, that it oould not enrich 
or beautify. The histoTy of mumo ia oar daj would satjafj the 
pljiloeopber oa one p<^t at least 
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Betained in it t.ie larvte of tLe flowers, 
They bud ao, round the cup, the old Spring-way,' — 

' Nor you these carren woods, where birds in bowers 
With twisting snakes and climbing cupida, play.' 

O Magi of the east and of the west. 
Tour incense, gold and myrrh are excellent I — 

"What gifts for Christ, then, bring ye with the rest ? 
Your hands have worked well ; is your courage spent 

In handwork only P Have you nothing best, 
Which generoua souls may perfect and present. 

And He shall thank the givers for p no light 
Of le^hing lib e ral nations, fo r th e poor . J 

Who sit i u darkness when it is not njght? j 

No cure for wicked children P Christ, — no cure ! 

Burnt out by popular lightnings ? Hast thou found 
No remedy, my England, for such woes P 

No outlet, Austria, for the scourged and bound. 
No entrance for the exiled P no repose, 

^Russia, for knouted Poles worked underground, 
And gentle ladies bleached among the snows ? 

No mere y for *^" ''^"'', *""'ni'i^'' 
No hope for Borne, free Prance, chivalric TVance ? 

AhiBjgreat nations_have,gceat-aliameSjXs?y- 
No pity, O world, no tender utterance 

Of benediction, and prayers stretched this way 
For poor Italia, baffled by mischance P 
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gracious nations, give aome ear to me I 
You all go to jova Fair, and I am one 

Who at the roadside of humanity 
Beseech your aim B,-~God*8 justice to bo done. 

So, prosper I 

In the name of Italy, 

Meantime, her patriot Dead have benison. 

They only have done well; and, what they did 
Being perfect, it shall triumph. Let them slumber : 

!No king of Egypt in a pyramid 
Is safer &om oblivion, though he number 

Eull seventy cerements for a coverlid. 
Tbeae Dead be seeds of life, and shall encumber 

The sad heart of the land until it looso 
The clammy clods and let out the Spring-growth 

lu beatific green through every bruise. 
The tyrant should take heed ta what he doth, 

Since every victim-carrion turns to use. 
And. drives a chariot, like a god made wroth, 

Against each piled injustice. Ay, the least. 
Dead for Italia, not in vain has died ; 

Though many vainly, ere life's struggle ceased, 
To mad dissimilar ends have swerved aside ; 

Each grave her nationality baa pieced 
By its own majestic breadth, and fortified 

Anii pinned it deeper to the soil. Forlorn 
Of tlianks be, therefore, no one of these graves 1 

Not Hers, — who, at her husband's side' in scorn, 
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Outfaced the wluatling shot and hissing waves, 

Until she felt her little babe unborn 
Recoil, within her, from the violent stares 

And bloodbounda of the world, — at which, her life 
Dropfc inwards from her eyes and followed it 

Beyond the hunters. Qaribaldi's wtfe 
And child died so. And now, the sea-weeds fif> 

Her body, like a proper shroud and coif, 
And mnrmnrously the ebbing waters grit 

The little pebbles while she lies interred 
In the sea-sand. Perhaps, ere dying thus, 

She looked up in his Jace (which never stirred 
From its clenched anguish) as to make excuse 

For leaving him for his, if so she erred. 
He well remembers that she could not choose. 

A mem orable grave I Another is 
At Genoa. There, a king may fitly lie, 

"Who, bursting that heroic heart of his 
At lost ^ovara, that he could not die, 

(Though thrice into the cannon's eyes for this 
He plunged his shuddering steed, and felt the sky 

Seel back between the fire-shocks) stripped away 
The ancestral ermine ere the smoke had cleared, 

And, naked to the soul, that none might say 
His kingship covered what was base and bleared 

With treason, went out straight an exile, yea. 
An exiled patriot. Let him be revered. 

Tea, verily, Charles Albert has died well; 
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And if he lived not all so, as one spoke. 

The Bin pass aoftly with the pnsBing-boll : 
For he was ahriTep, I think, in cannon-smoke. 

And, taking off bis crown, made visible 
A hero's forehead. Shaking Austria's yoke 

He shattered bis own hand and heart. ' So beet,' 
His last words were upon his lonely bed, 

' I do not end like popes and dukes at least — ■ 
' Thank GroA for it.' And now that be is dead. 

Admitting it ia proved and manifest 
That he was worthy, with a discrowned head. 

To measure heights with patriots, let them stand 
Beside the man in his Oporto shroud, 
'y And each vouchsafe to take him by the hand, 

And kiss him on the oheek, and say aloud, — 

' Thou, too, h^fc suffered for our native land I 
' My brother, thou ari; one of us ! be proud.' 

Siill, graves, when Italy is talked upon. 
' . Still, still, the patriot's tomb, the stranger's hate. 
j Still Niobe I still fainting in the sun, 
i By whose most dazzling arrows violate 

Her beauteous offspring perished I has she won 
Nothing but garlands for the graves, from Fate? 
Nothing but death-songs P — Tes, be it understood 
1 ' Life throbs in noble Piedmont ! while the feet 
Of Home's clay image, dabbled soft in blood. 
Grow flat with dissolution and, as meet, 
"Will soon be shovelled off lite other mud, 
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To leave the passage free in church and street. / .' v^ 
And I, who first took hope up in this song, /, 

Because a child was singing one . . . behold, V 1;' „ 

The hope and omen were not, haply, wrong 1 ,■ - -V 

Pudts ore soothsayers still, like those of old ^ 

Who studied flights of dores ; and creatures young 

And tender, mighty meanings, may unfold. 

The sun strikes, through the windows, up the floor; 
Stand out in it, my own yonng Florentine, 

Xot two years old, and let me see thee morel 
It grows along thy amber curls, to shine 

Brighter than elsewhere. !Now, look straight before, 
And fix thy braTC blue English eyes on mine. 

And from my soul, which fronts the fixture so. 
With unabashed and unabated gaze. 

Teach me to hope for, what the angels know 
When they smile clear as thou dost. Sown Qod's ways 

With just alighted feet, between the snow 
And snowdrops, where a little lamb may graze, 

Thou hast no fear, my lamb, about the road, 
Albeit in our rain-glory we assume 

That, less than we have, thou hast learnt of God. 
Stand out, my blue-eyed prophet ! — thou, to whom 

The earliest world-day light that ever flowed, 
Through Casa Gnidi Windows chanced to comet 

Now shake the glittering nimbus of thy hair. 
And be God's witness that the elemental 

New springs of life are gushing everywhere 
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To cleanse the water-couraes, and prevent all 
Concrete obstructions which infest the air I 

That earth's alive, and gentle or ungentle 
Motions within her, signify but growth I — 

The ground swells greenest 9'er the labouring moles. 

Howe'er the uneasy world is vexed and wroth, 
Toung children, lifted high on parent souls, 

Look round them with a smile upon the mouth. 
And take for music every bell that tolls; 

(Who said we should be better if like these F) 
But we sit murmuring for the future though 

Posterity ia smiling on our knees, 
Convicting ns of folly. Let us go — 

We will trust God. The blank interstices 
Men take for ruins, He will build into 

Witb pillared marbles rare, or knit across 
With generous arches, till the fane's complete. 

This world has no perdition, if some loss. 

Such cbeer I gather from thy smiling, Sweet t 

The self-same eherub-faces which emboss 
The Tail, leaa inward to the Mercy-seaL 
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